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GARRY  GRAYSON'S 
DOUBLE  SIGNALS 

CHAPTER  I 

Early  Practice 

" Watch  this  one!" 

"That's  the  boy,  Garry!  A  drop  kick  for 
goal!" 

"Now  a  forward  pass!" 

The  yellow  ball  sailed  high  in  the  air, 
hurtling  from  the  toe  of  Garry  Grayson's  shoe, 
described  a  graceful  curve  and  nestled  in  the 
arms  of  Bill  Sherwood. 

"Here!"  yelled  Tom  Long,  holding  out  his 
hands  for  the  pass  that  came  a  moment  later. 
Hugging  the  ball  under  his  arm,  he  lowered 
his  head  and  started  to  run  down  the  meadow 
as  though  about  to  make  a  touchdown. 

The  day  was  too  hot  and  the  water  of  Bass 
Lake,  near  by,  too  inviting  to  warrant  the  boys 
indulging  long  in  this  early  practice  of  such  a 
strenuous  sport  as  football.     They  had  been 

kicking  and  passing  the  pigskin  for  half  an 

l 
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hour  when  Garry  took  his  final  kick  and  Tom 
his  touchdown  run.    Then  Garry  said: 

"What  about  a  swim?" 

"Wait  until  we  cool  off  a  bit,"  suggested 
Bill.  "The  girls  ought  to  be  along  soon,"  he 
added,  glancing  toward  the  summer  cottage 
where  Garry  was  his  guest. 

"Cool  is  right!"  murmured  Tom  and  when 
the  boys  had  been  resting  a  few  minutes  on 
the  grassy  lawn,  beneath  the  shade  of  a  huge 
elm,  Bill  somewhat  casually  remarked: 

"Say,  Garry,  do  you  know  that  fellow  with 
the  loud  voice,  Jack  Spinkler,  who's  staying 
at  the  Gates  cottage?" 

"Oh,  so  his  name's  Spinkler,  is  it?  Well,  he 
would  have  a  name  like  that." 

"Do  you  know  him?"  persisted  Bill. 

"Can't  say  that  I  know  him,"  Garry  replied 
pointedly.  "Though  I  know  about  him.  You 
can't  very  well  help  knowing  about  a  fellow," 
he  went  on,  "when  he  has  a  voice  like  a  radio 
loud-speaker  working  overtime  and  keeps  talk- 
ing all  the  while.    He  surely  does  broadcast!" 

"What  about?"  asked  Tom. 

"About  himself,  mostly,"  Garry  replied, 
"and  what  a  swell  football  player  he  is.  Why 
bring  him  up  on  a  nice  day  like  this,  Bill?" 

"Nothing  much,  except  that  I  just  happened 
to  hear  he  is  Joe  Roper's  cousin." 

"Joe  Eoper's  cousin!"  exclaimed  Tom, 
otherwise  "Rooster"  Long,  one  glance  at  his 
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fiery  comb  of  unruly,  red  hair  being  sufficient 
warrant  for  the  nickname.  Tom  was  also  Bill's 
cottage  guest  at  Bass  Lake.  "Well,  I'm  sorry 
for  Joe,  that's  all  I  have  to  say,"  Tom  con- 
cluded. 

"Some  cousin!"  Garry  murmured.  "I've 
been  thinking  of  getting  some  cotton  to  stuff 
in  my  ears,  if  I'm  to  listen  to  Spinkler's  boom- 
ing voice  much  longer.  Four  hundred  feet' 
isn't  enough  distance  between  cottages,  Bill, 
when  one  harbors  such  a  pest  as  that  chap  over 
at  the  Gates  shack." 

"Sorry!"  Bill  rejoined.  "I'll  speak  to  our 
folks  and  have  'em  move  the  cottage  farther 
down  the  lake." 

"Wish  you  would,"  Garry  chuckled.  "But 
what  else  do  you  know  about  this  Spinkler?" 

"Nothing  at  all.    I've  never  spoken  to  him." 

"Guess  you  wouldn't  get  much  chance,  from 
the  way  he's  been  at  it,"  came  from  Booster. 
"I  did  hear  he  goes  to  Morgan  Prep  and  he 
boasts  that  his  school  has  the  only  real  foot- 
ball team  in  the  state." 

"I  suppose,  to  let  him  tell  it,  he's  the  whole 
team,"  suggested  Garry  with  a  smile. 

"Just  about,"  chuckled  Booster.  "He  cer- 
tainly laid  it  on  thick  to  the  fellow  I  heard 
him  talking  to." 

"Morgan  isn't  a  bad  school,"  Garry  said 
somewhat  tolerantly.  "But  they've  never  had 
a  man  on  the  all-state  team  yet.     That  isn't 


4        Garry  Grayson's  Double  Signals 

saying  this  Spinkler  isn't  a  good  player — he's 
husky  enough  when  it  conies  to  that." 

' ' Husky  in  build  and  husky  in  voice!"  re- 
marked Rooster. 

" Hello!  See  who's  here!"  suddenly  ex- 
claimed Garry,  getting  up. 

The  exclamation  was  provoked  by  the  sight 
of  an  automobile  which  stopped  at  the  gate, 
and  from  which  its  occupants  were  leaving. 

In  a  moment  Garry,  Bill  and  Booster  had 
jumped  to  their  feet  and  were  racing  forward. 

Two  young  fellows  of  about  their  own  age, 
Nick  Danter  and  Ted  Dillingham,  were  in  the 
front  seat.  Nick  was  driving,  while  three  pretty 
girls  in  the  tonneau  greeted  Garry  and  his 
friends  gaily. 

There  was  no  formality  in  that  group.  They 
had  known  each  other  all  their  lives,  grown 
up  together,  gone  to  school  together. 

Ella  Grayson,  Garry's  twin  sister,  jumped 
out  first,  the  boys  extending  a  helping  hand, 
followed  by  Jane  Danter,  who  was  Nick's  sis- 
ter and  Ella's  inseparable  chum.  Fanny  Wynn 
completed  the  trio. 

"The  Three  Graces,"  observed  Garry  gal- 
lantly. 

"Calling  on  the  three  scapegraces,"  said 
Ella,  making  a  face  at  him,  "the  selfish  things 
that  are  making  a  stag  party  of  it  and  don't 
care  whether  we  poor  girls  have  a  good  time 
or  not." 
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"Take  back  them  cruel  woids,"  pleaded  Bill 
slangily.  "You  know  that  you're  in  our 
thoughts  day  and  night." 

"Yes,  we  are!"  mocked  Jane.  "So  much  so, 
that  though  it's  a  perfect  day  for  a  swim,  you 
haven't  dreamed  of  inviting  us  and  we've  had 
to  invite  ourselves." 

"You  know  that  you  have  a  standing  invi- 
tation," said  Bill  rather  lamely.  "Honest, 
girls,  I'm  tickled  pink  to  see  you.  Just  run  in 
and  see  Mother  and  get  into  your  bathing  togs. 
The  water's  warm  as  toast  and  we'll  have  a 
glorious  swim.  How  about  you,  Ted,  and  you, 
Nick?"  he  continued.  "Bring  your  suits 
along?" 

"Sure  thing,"  replied  Ted,  as  he  and  Nick 
drew  coats  and  trunks  from  the  tonneau. 

The  girls  trooped  into  the  house,  while  the 
boys  went  down  to  a  bath-house  on  the  shore 
of  the  lake,  where  they  changed  into  their 
swimming  suits. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  girls  joined  them,  and 
they  strolled  along  to  a  sandy  strip  of  beach 
that  was  a  favorite  spot  for  swimming  parties. 

They  had  almost  reached  it,  when  Fanny 
suddenly  laughed  gaily. 

"Why,  look  there!"  she  exclaimed,  indicat- 
ing a  rather  heavily  built  youth,  also  in  a 
bathing  suit,  who  was  standing  at  a  little  dis- 
tance.    "That's  Jack  Spinkler." 

"How  did  you  get  to  know  him?"  asked 
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Booster,  none  too  well  pleased  at  the  inclusion 
of  Spinkler  in  the  picture. 

"I  met  him  at  a  dance  at  Greenville  last 
Spring,"  replied  Fanny,  who  was  impulsive 
and  volatile  to  a  degree.  "I'm  just  going  over 
to  ask  him  to  join  our  party." 

Without  asking  whether  this  would  be  agree- 
able to  the  others  or  not,  she  darted  off  in  the 
direction  of  Spinkler,  who  in  turn  had  recog- 
nized her  and  met  her  halfway. 

Jane  and  Ella  looked  at  each  other. 

"Do  you  boys  know  him?"  Ella  asked. 

"None  of  us  have  met  him,"  replied  Garry, 
"but  we  know  he's  stopping  at  the  Gates  cot- 
tage.    Been  there  a  couple  of  weeks." 

"Why  certainly,"  came  a  booming  voice  that 
jarred  their  eardrums,  "I'll  be  glad  to  join 
the  party." 

"Oh  dear,"  murmured  Jane  with  a  trace  of 
vexation,  "Fanny  has  invited  him  to  go  in 
swimming  with  us." 

"Without  letting  us  have  any  say  in  the 
matter,"  added  Jane.  "Oh  well,  it  won't  make 
any  difference  now.  Here  comes  Fanny  with 
her  captive." 

With  eyes  sparkling  Fanny  approached,  ac- 
companied by  Spinkler,  whom  she  introduced 
to  each  in  turn. 

He  was  a  thickset  youth  of  medium  height 
with  a  snub  nose,  a  loose-lipped  mouth,  pale 
blue  eyes  and  a  shock  of  sandy  hair. 
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Somehow  he  did  not  " click"  with  either  the 
girls  or  the  boys,  but  they  received  him  pleas- 
antly enough. 

" Isn't  this  a  lovely  lake  for  a  swim?"  asked 
Fanny  enthusiastically. 

"Oh,  it's  all  right  for  those  who  like  it,"  re- 
plied Spinkler  with  a  slightly  bored  expres- 
sion. "As  for  me  I  don't  care  much  for  fresh 
water  swimming.  Too  tame,  don't  you  know? 
Now  in  the  ocean,  battling  with  the  waves, 
matching  your  strength  and  courage  against 
the  mighty  billows — ah,  that's  the  life  for  a 
he-man!" 

"Had  much  of  it?"  queried  Booster. 

"Lots,"  replied  Spinkler.  "My  folks  have 
a  cottage  on  the  New  Jersey  coast.  I  think 
nothing  of  swimming  two  or  three  miles  out 
and  back  to  get  an  appetite  for  breakfast." 

"A  modern  Hercules!"  murmured  Garry  to 
Bill. 

"Maybe,"  returned  Bill  in  the  same  whis- 
pered tones. 

"You  ought  to  swim  the  English  Channel," 
observed  Eooster,  keeping  his  face  straight 
with  an  effort. 

"I've  thought  of  trying  it,"  replied  Spinkler 
complacently,  "but  there  are  so  many  girls 
doing  it  or  nearly  doing  it,  that  it  wouldn't  be 
the  feat  that  it  used  to  be." 

He  barely  concealed  a  yawn. 
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"My,  but  you  must  be  strong,"  exclaimed 
Fanny.    "Look  at  those  muscles!" 

Spinkler  flexed  his  arm  complacently. 

"Athletics  is  my  middle  name,"  he  admitted. 
"More  than  once  I've  been  approached  by 
professional  managers.  Didn't  like  to  turn 
them  down — but  there,  I  hate  to  talk  about 
myself." 

"Oh,  how  he  hates  to!"  murmured  Bill  to 
Rooster. 

"Come  along,  folks,"  urged  Ted  Dillingham. 
"We're  wasting  a  perfectly  good  afternoon. 
Here  goes  for  the  water." 

"Let's  swim  out  to  the  float,"  suggested 
Jane,  after  a  few  minutes  of  skylarking  near 
the  shore. 

The  float  was  about  two  hundred  yards  away. 
It  was  wide  and  long  and  could  accommodate  a 
number  of  people.  On  one  side  of  it  a  ladder 
led  to  a  platform  from  which  a  springboard 
for  diving  extended  some  feet  over  the  edge 
of  the  float  and  about  ten  feet  above  the  sur- 
face of  the  lake. 

"It's  a  go,"  declared  Garry,  and  the  others 
chimed  in  with  him.  "Let's  race  for  it.  How 
much  of  a  handicap  do  you  girls  want?" 

"The  conceit  of  him!"  exclaimed  Ella. 
"How  do  you  know  we  want  any  handicap? 
The  idea!  Just  because  we're  girls!  I  sup- 
pose you'd  be  offering  a  handicap  to  Gertrude 
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Ederle,  just  because  she's  a  girl,  wouldn't 
you,  Garry!" 

' ' Well  hardly,"  grinned  Garry.  "I'd  be 
afraid  she'd  show  me  up." 

"And  you're  not  afraid  that  I  will,  eh?"  de- 
manded Ella.  "Just  for  that  I'm  going  to 
start  from  scratch.  I'll  bet  I  won't  be  the  last 
one  to  reach  the  float  at  that." 

"All  right,  haughty  beauty,"  assented  Garry. 
"I  like  your  pluck,  no  matter  what  I  think  of 
your  chances.  How  about  you,  Jane,  and  you, 
Fanny?" 

They  were  not  so  confident  as  Ella  and  agreed 
readily  to  accept  a  handicap  of  fifty  yards. 

"Clinging  vine  stuff,"  taunted  Ella.  "The 
inferiority  complex!  You're  leaving  me  all 
alone  to  uphold  the  honor  of  the  sex." 

"Come  off  your  soap  box,  Sis,"  directed 
Garry,  "and  line  up  with  the  rest  of  us  on 
the  shore.  We'll  wait  until  Jane  and  Fanny 
have  taken  their  fifty  yards  allowance  and  then 
when  I  say  'Go,'  we'll  all  plunge  in  together." 

A  couple  of  minutes  elapsed.  Garry's  eyes 
measured  the  distance. 

"Go!"  he  cried. 

Seven  bodies  cleaved  the  water  in  what 
seemed  almost  a  single  splash. 

They  rose  promptly  and  struck  out  in  the 
direction  of  the  float. 

Ella's  dive  had  carried  her  along  farther 
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beneath  the  surface  of  the  water  than  those  of 
the  others,  so  that  when  she  came  up  she  was* 
a  little  in  the  lead. 

She  did  not  retain  that  lead  long,  however, 
for  both  Garry  and  Bill  passed  her  within  the 
first  thirty  yards.  A  little  later  Rooster,  also, 
shot  ahead  of  her. 

With  the  exception  of  the  three  mentioned, 
however,  she  held  her  own,  and  had  the  laugh 
on  Ted,  Nick  and  Spinkler  as  she  drew  herself 
up  breathlessly  on  the  edge  of  the  float  a  few 
seconds  before  they  reached  it. 

Garry  had  won  the  race,  as  everybody  had 
believed  he  would.  He  could  swim  like  a  fish 
and  was  faster  than  any  of  his  mates  in  the 
water. 

The  only  unknown  quantity  had  been  Spink- 
ler. Judging  from  his  talk,  he  should  have 
beaten  Garry  easily  enough  with  something  to 
spare. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  slow  and  clumsy 
and  came  in  last. 

Probably  he  noted  the  rather  quizzical  look 
in  Fanny's  eyes,  for  he  felt  impelled  to  explain 
his  poor  showing. 

"It's  the  fresh,  still  water,"  he  said.  "After 
swimming  in  the  ocean,  it  takes  some  time  for 
one  to  adapt  oneself  to  mu dholes  like  this." 

"Mudhole!"  exclaimed  Fanny  indignantly. 
"Why,  Bass  Lake  is  one  of  the  beauty  spots 
of  the  State." 
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"Well,  of  course,  it's  not  exactly  a  mudhole," 
modified  Spinkler,  "but  it  seems  so  insignifi- 
cant, somehow,  when  one  has  been  used  to  fight- 
ing the  vast  Atlantic  surges " 

"When  one  has  been  rocked  in  the  cradle  of 
the  deep,  as  it  were,"  observed  Bill. 

"Exactly,"  agreed  Spinkler,  looking  sharply 
at  the  speaker  to  see  if  there  were  any  irony 
in  the  quotation.  Bill's  face  was  as  innocent  as 
a  child's. 

They  swam  about  for  some  time  with  the 
float  as  a  point  of  departure  and  return.  Then 
the  springboard  tempted  them. 

"Here  goes  for  a  jackknife  dive,"  sang  out 
Garry,  and  executed  that  difficult  dive  with 
celerity  and  grace. 

The  other  boys  followed  suit  with  more  or 
less  success — chiefly  less,  although  Booster  was 
a  close  second.  In  the  swan  dive  also,  Garry 
easily  carried  off  the  palm. 

Still  harder  feats  followed,  as  the  spirit  of 
competition  grew  keener. 

"He  can  do  nothing  who  can't  do  this," 
chanted  Garry,  as  he  leaped  from  the  spring- 
board, turned  a  complete  back  somersault  and 
cleaved  the  water  feet  first. 

"Oh,  how  beautifully  you  did  that,  Garry!" 
called  out  the  flushed  and  admiring  Fanny. 

Spinkler  essayed  the  same  stunt,  but  failed 
dismally.  He  made  only  a  partial  turn  and 
came  down  flat  with  a  terrific  splash. 


12      Garry  Grayson's  Double  Signals 

"High  tide  on  the  coast  of  Lincolnshire, ' ' 
murmured  Bill. 

"Look  out  for  the  tidal  wave,"  chuckled 
Nick. 

"The  board  was  so  wet  that  my  foot  slipped 
just  as  I  was  taking  off,"  explained  Spinkler, 
his  face  as  red  as  a  beet,  as  he  glanced  from 
face  to  face  and  sensed  the  lurking  laughter 
that  they  politely  sought  to  conceal. 

"Hard  luck,"  said  Garry  kindly.  "IVe  had 
it  happen  to  me  sometimes.  I  guess  we've  done 
enough  diving,  anyway.  I  vote  we  swim  to 
shore  and  lie  around  on  the  grass  for  a  talk  and 
a  sun  bath." 

This  met  with  general  approval,  and  the  time 
passed  so  quickly  that  almost  before  they  knew 
it,  the  sun  was  low  in  the  West. 

"Oh,  we  must  be  getting  home!"  exclaimed 
Ella,  as  she  jumped  to  her  feet. 

"Indeed,  you'll  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  de- 
clared motherly  Mrs.  Sherwood.  "You're  all 
going  to  stay  and  have  dinner  with  me.  It'll 
be  ready  in  a  few  minutes." 

"That's  very  nice  of  you,"  replied  Ella,  "but 
there's  such  a  mob  of  us " 

"That's  all  right,  my  dear,"  interposed  Mrs. 
Sherwood.  "I  love  to  have  the  house  filled 
with  young  folks." 

"What's  the  matter  after  dinner  with  going 
up  to  the  Chandler  House  near  the  end  of  the 
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lake?"  suggested  Bill.  "They  have  a  great 
orchestra." 

The  girls  agreed  they  would  love  to  go,  if 
they  were  dressed  for  the  occasion,  but 

"Don't  let  that  bother  you,"  counseled  Mrs. 
Sherwood.  "  It 's  informal.  What  you  're  wear- 
ing is  plenty  good  enough.  When  you  tele- 
phone your  folks,  telling  them  why  you  won't 
be  home  to  dinner,  mention  to  them  at  the 
same  time  that  I'm  going  to  keep  you  at  my 
house  all  night." 

They  exclaimed  at  this  as  taxing  her  good- 
ness too  much,  but  she  waived  their  objections 
aside. 

"I  can  pack  you  all  in,  somehow,"  she  de- 
clared, "and  you'll  have  a  better  time  at  the 
dance,  because  you  won't  be  worrying  about 
getting  to  your  homes." 

There  was  no  objection  on  the  part  of  the 
various  parents  concerned,  when  they  learned 
that  Mrs.  Sherwood  was  to  be  the  hostess,  and 
with  that  point  settled,  dinner  was  a  merry 
meal.  That  the  dinner  was  good  went  without 
saying,  for  Mrs.  Sherwood's  cook  was  famous, 
but  the  meal  was  doubly  pleasant  when  sea- 
soned with  fun  and  laughter.  Of  this  there 
was  plenty. 

There  was  no  dearth  of  small  boats,  and  the 
young  folks  went  in  twos,  threes  and  fours, 
Garry  being  paired  off  with  Jane  Danter,  while 
Nick   and    Ted    looked   after   Ella,   and   Bill, 
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Booster  and  Spinkler  escorted  Fanny  in  a  small 
motorboat,  which  Spinkler  had  hired  for  the 
duration  of  his  stay  at  the  Gates  cottage: 

All  of  the  party  were  in  the  highest  spirits 
with  the  exception  of  Spinkler.  That  indi- 
vidual had  been  rather  sulky  since  the  laugh- 
able exhibition  he  had  made  of  himself  that 
afternoon.  His  egotism  had  suffered  a  severe 
shock,  and  in  looking  around  for  someone  on 
whom  to  vent  his  spite,  he  had  selected  Garry 
as  the  special  victim  of  his  animosity.  It  was 
Garry's  outstanding  excellence  that  had  made 
his  own  performance  seem  so  dismal  by  con- 
trast. 

It  was  only  because  Spinkler  had  been 
strongly  attracted  by  Fanny  that  he  had  con- 
sented to  come  to  the  dance  at  all.  Here  again 
he  met  with  discomfiture.  That  exceedingly 
volatile  young  lady  made  no  secret  of  the  fact 
that  she  preferred  Garry  as  a  dancing  partner 
to  anyone  else,  and  manifested  this  to  a  de- 
gree that  was  at  times  embarrassing. 

Garry,  who  had  no  idea  that  Spinkler  was 
feeling  hostile  to  him,  inasmuch  as  he  was  not 
conscious  of  having  done  anything  to  create 
that  feeling,  was  enjoying  himself  to  the  full, 
when  during  one  of  the  intermissions  Bill 
clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"By  the  great  horned  toad!"  he  exclaimed. 
"There's  Tom  Barthwaite  over  there." 

"Sure  enough,"  replied  Garry,  as  he  caught 
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sight  of  a  young  fellow  of  about  his  own  age.. 
" Let's  go  over  and  speak  to  him." 

Tom  Barthwaite  was  a  student  at  Franklin 
Tech,  one  of  Passmore's  most  formidable  rivals 
on  the  football  field.  That  did  not  hinder  him 
from  having  the  most  friendly  feelings  for 
Garry  and  his  chums,  for  the  year  before,  while 
on  a  day's  outing,  they  had  saved  him  from  a 
perilous  situation  that  might  have  resulted  in 
maiming  him  for  life  or  even  causing  his  death. 

His  eyes  lighted  up,  as  he  saw  Garry  and 
Bill  coming  toward  him. 

" Hello,  Tom,"  Garry  greeted  him.  "What 
good  wind  blew  you  down  this  way?" 

"Just  dropped  off  to  see  a  friend  on  my 
way  to  the  seaside,  where  I  expect  to  spend  a 
week  before  school  opens,"  replied  Tom. 
"Then  I'm  off  to  Franklin  Tech." 

"We'll  be  going  back  to  Passmore  Tech  at 
about  the  same  time,"  observed  Bill. 

"What's  the  outlook  for  Franklin  football 
this  season?"  queried  Garry. 

"Fair,"  replied  Tom.  "We've  lost  four  of 
our  good  men  through  graduation,  but  we  had 
a  strong  scrub  last  season,  and  we'll  probably 
get  material  from  that  to  fill  the  vacancies. 
We're  going  to  try  to  get  even  this  Fall  for 
the  licking  you  gave  us  last  year." 

"Go  to  it,"  laughed  Garry,  "but  if  you  take 
our  hides,  you'll  know  that  you've  been  in  a 
fight." 
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"What  teams  are  you  talking  about?"  asked 
Spinkler,,  who  had  strolled  over  to  where  the 
trio  were  standing. 

"Passmore  Tech  and  Franklin  Tech,"  replied 
Bill. 

"Never  heard  of  them,"  averred  Spinkler. 

1 1  There  are  probably  a  lot  of  things  yon  have 
never  heard  of,"  retorted  Bill,  nettled  by  the 
contemptuous  tone.  "They're  two  of  the  finest 
schools  in  the  State." 

"Oh,  I  didn't  mean  that  I  hadn't  heard  of 
the  colleges  themselves,"  Spinkler  hastened  to 
explain.  "I  only  meant  that  I  never  heard  of 
the  football  teams  connected  with  them.  I 
think  I  should  have  heard,  if  they  had  amounted 
to  anything." 

"We  don't  claim  to  have  any  world's  record 
makers,"  replied  Garry.  "Still,  we  think  that 
our  boys  put  up  a  pretty  good  article  of  foot- 
ball." 

"Do  you  play?"  asked  Tom  of  Spinkler. 

The  latter  assumed  a  rather  bored  expression. 

"I  used  to,  until  they  got  to  imposing  on 
me,"  he  said.  "Whenever  they  got  in  a  tight 
place,  they'd  call  on  me  to  help  them  out. 
Bucking  the  line,  punting,  carrying  the  ball — 
no  matter  what  it  was,  the  cry  would  go  up, 
' Spinkler 's  the  boy.  He'll  put  it  over.'  Got 
so  after  a  while  I  was  carrying  the  whole  team 
on  my  back.  Eiding  a  willing  horse  to  death, 
don't  you  know?    So  I  told  them  last  season  I 
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was  going  to  lay  off  this  year.  They  begged 
me  to  reconsider,  but  I  told  them  there  was 
nothing  doing.  Sorry  to  leave  the  team  flat, 
but  when  I  once  make  up  my  mind,  I  stick 
to  it." 

"Then  I  suppose  they  won't  have  any  foot- 
ball at  Morgan  this  year,"  remarked  Bill  with 
a  wink  at  Garry. 

"Oh,  yes,  they'll  go  through  the  motions,  I 
suppose,"  answered  Spinkler,  "but  it'll  just 
be  a  matter  of  playing  out  the  schedule  and 
keeping  out  of  the  cellar." 

"That's  just  too  bad,"  said  Garry  soberly. 
"But  say,  fellows,  we're  leaving  the  girls  alone 
too  long.  The  orchestra's  just  ready  to  strike 
up.  Come  along  over,  Tom,  and  I'll  introduce 
you  to  the  gang." 

Tom  was  ready,  and  the  merry  young  folks 
gladly  made  him  welcome.  Dance  followed 
dance,  and  it  was  only  when  the  musicians  be- 
gan to  pack  up  their  instruments,  that  Garry's 
crowd  reluctantly  prepared  to  go  home — or  to 
the  hospitable  Sherwood  house  that  was  to  be 
their  home  for  that  night. 

Spinkler 's  sulkiness  had  grown  upon  him,  as 
Fanny  had  more  and  more  showed  her  prefer- 
ence for  Garry,  and  he  was  sombre  and  taciturn 
as  he  cast  loose  the  lines  of  his  motorboat. 

Garry  and  Jane  Danter  had  pushed  off  in 
their  canoe  a  few  minutes  earlier,  for  their 
little  craft  could  not,  of  course,  keep  pace  with 
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the  motorboat  and  they  did  not  want  to  be 
hurried. 

"Had  a  dandy  time,  eh,  Jane?"  remarked 
Garry,  as  he  dipped  his  paddle  rhythmically 
in  the  quiet  water. 

"It  was  great,"  replied  Jane  enthusiastically. 
"Everybody  seemed  to  be  happy  except  that 
Spinkler.  What  a  wet  blanket  he  is,  anyway! 
Too  bad  that  Fanny  happened  to  run  across 
him  out  here." 

"Well,  I  suppose  he  felt  a  little  strange," 
said  Garry  tolerantly.  i  i  He  had  never  met  any 
of  us,  except  Fanny,  until  today.  Some  per- 
sons take  longer  than  others  to  get  acquainted." 

"I  don't  like  him  a  bit!"  declared  Jane,  "and 
Ella  feels  the  same  way.  He's  frightfully  con- 
ceited.   Isn't  he,  Garry?" 

"Well,  he  doesn't  exactly  hate  himself,"  was 
the  reply.  "There  is  something  about  Spink- 
ler, ' '  Garry  paused  and  seemed  to  be  reflecting. 
"It's  rather  hard  to  say,"  he  concluded,  grace- 
fully hedging  as  any  chap  would  in  speaking 
about  another,  especially  to  girls.  "After  all, 
he  may  be  a  good  enough  fellow  at  heart.  We 
can  tell  better  after  we've  known  him  a  bit 
longer." 

It  was  on  the  point  of  Garry's  tongue  to  say 
what  he  really  felt  about  Spinkler,  but  he  held 
back;  though  the  time  was  to  come  when  this 
talk,  and  the  ugly  suspicions  it  engendered, 
was  to  present  itself  to  his  memory  with  vivid 
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farce.  Spinkler  was  to  play  an  almost  tragic 
part  in  the  life  of  Garry  Grayson. 

" Let's  talk  about  something  pleasant,  Jane," 
he  suggested,  smiling. 

"A  good  idea!  Let's  wait  until  this  boat 
gets  past.  Isn't  it  coming  dangerously  near, 
Garry?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  guess  the  fellow  run- 
ning her  knows  how  to  steer.  I  can't  quite 
make  out  who  he  is.    But " 

"Are  you  sure  they  see  us?"  cried  Jane 
anxiously. 

"Why,  of  course  they  can,"  Garry  answered. 
Then,  a  moment  later,  as  he  saw  what  was 
inevitably  going  to  happen,  he  shouted,  "Look 
out  there!  "Where  are  you  going?  Keep  over! 
Oh  look " 

The  motorboat  suddenly  veered  toward  the 
canoe,  there  was  a  bumping  crash,  Jane 
screamed  wildly  and  the  next  second  she  and 
Garry  Grayson  were  struggling  in  the  water! 


CHAPTER  n 
A  Suspicious  Happening 

Garry's  cry  of  warning  accompanied,  rather 
than  followed,  the  approach  of  a  small  motor- 
boat  that  carried  Spinkler,  Bill,  Eooster  and 
Fanny.  If  the  warning  had  been  heard,  it  had 
not  been  heeded,  for  the  power  craft  struck  the 
canoe  a  glancing  blow  so  quickly,  that  before 
Garry  or  his  companion  could  act,  they  were 
overwhelmed.  Garry  came  to  the  surface  splut- 
tering. 

"Jane!  Jane!"  he  gasped,  anxiety  for  the 
moment  overcoming  his  anger  at  the  awkward- 
ness of  the  pilot  of  the  motorboat.  "Jane! 
Are  you  all  right?" 

He  knew  the  girl  could  swim,  but  she  might 
get  tangled  by  her  clothes,  or  paralyzed  with 
fright  at  the  sudden  submersion.  Perhaps  she 
had  been  hurt  by  the  collision  with  the  motor- 
boat  and  was  unable  to  keep  herself  afloat. 

"Jane!"  Garry  shouted.  "Jane!  Where 
are  you?" 

A  quavering  voice  responded.  Garry  could 
not  catch  the  words,  but  he  knew  they  came 
from  the  girl  he  had  had  in  the  canoe,  and 
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he  struck  out  in  the  direction  of  the  sound. 

In  a  moment  he  had  reached  her  and  caught 
hold  of  her  arm. 

"Are  you  hurt,  Jane?"  he  cried. 

"N-no,  I  guess  not,"  she  stammered,  "but 
I  was  scared  most  to  death.  I  can't  swim  in 
this  rig.    Oh,  Garry,  I'm  so  glad  youVe  come !" 

"Put  your  hand  on  my  shoulder,"  directed 
Garry.  "I  could  get  you  to  the  shore  all  right, 
but  I  can  hear  that  the  motorboat  has  turned 
and  is  coming  this  way.    It'll  pick  us  up." 

A  minute  more  and  the  boat  approached 
them.  The  engine  was  stopped  and,  as  the 
craft  drifted,  eager  hands  reached  over  and 
drew  the  two  on  board. 

Fanny  hugged  and  cried  over  Jane,  while 
Bill  and  Booster  mauled  and  pounded  Garry 
in  their  relief  at  finding  him  safe  and  sound. 

The  rescued  ones  looked  forlorn  enough  in 
their  dripping  clothes.  To  Garry  the  wetting 
did  not  matter,  but  Jane's  pretty  dress  was 
ruined. 

Anger  flared  up  in  Garry,  as  he  realized  this. 

"How  in  thunder  did  you  come  to  do  a  thing 
like  that,  Spinkler?"  he  demanded. 

"I'm  frightfully  sorry,  Grayson,"  was  the 
reply,  "but  the  fact  is,  I  didn't  see  you." 

"How  come?"  asked  Garry.  "It  was  light 
enough  to  see  us  in  plenty  of  time  to  change 
your  course." 

"Oh,  it  was  light  enough,"  admitted  Spink- 
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ler,  "but  it  happened  that  just  at  that  time  the 
engine  was  threatening  to  go  bad  and  I  was 
adjusting  it." 

"Even  at  that,  I  called  out  in  plenty  of  time 
for  you  to  have  changed  direction,"  broke  in 
Bill  angrily. 

"Yes,  but  you  shouted  so  loudly  that  I  got 
a  bit  rattled,  and  before  I  could  bring  her 
around,  she  struck,"  Spinkler  excused  himself. 
"I'm  awfully  sorry,  Grayson,  and  you  and  Miss 
Danter  must  forgive  me.  I'll  hunt  around  for 
the  canoe  and  either  repair  it  or  get  you  a  new 
one,  if  it's  past  mending." 

The  apology  was  profuse  and  the  regret 
seemed  sincere,  but  to  Garry  it  didn't  ring  true. 

Nor  did  it  to  the  pugnacious  Eooster,  whose 
temper  was  as  hot  as  his  hair  was  red.  He 
had  been  holding  himself  in  check  with  diffi- 
culty. 

"That  won't  wash,  Spinkler,"  he  said  curtly. 
"There  was  nothing  the. matter  with  the  engine 
that  needed  your  attention.  It  hasn't  missed 
a  stroke  since  it  left  the  dock." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  demanded 
Spinkler,  his  face  turning  a  dull  red. 

"Just  what  I  said,"  replied  Eooster.  "For 
some  reason  or  other  you  were  sore  at  Garry 
and  you  upset  the  canoe  on  purpose.  If  the 
girls  weren't  here,  I'd  knock  your  block  off." 

"You  and  who  else?"  flared  Spinkler. 

Eooster  stepped  toward  him,  his  eyes  blazing. 
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While  the  angry  youths  glared  at  each  other 
with  fists  clinched,  it  may  be  well,  for  the 
benefit  of  those  who  have  not  read  the  pre- 
ceding volumes  of  this  series,  to  tell  who  Garry 
Grayson  was  and  what  had  been  his  adventures 
up  to  the  time  this  story  opens. 

Garry  had  lived  all  his  life  in  Lenox,  a 
bustling,  prosperous  town  with  a  population 
of  between  fifteen  and  twenty  thousand,  situ- 
ated on  the  Sheldon  Eiver.  His  father  was 
the  leading  lawyer  of  the  town,  a  man  univer- 
sally respected  and  active  in  all  movements  for 
civic  progress  and  betterment.  Mrs.  Grayson 
was  a  charming,  cultivated  woman  who  pre- 
sided over  her  household  with  grace  and  dig- 
nity. The  family  was  completed  by  Ella, 
Garry's  twin  sister,  a  merry,  blue-eyed  girl, 
pretty  as  a  picture  and  devotedly  attached  to 
her  brother — a  fact  which  did  not  prevent  her 
teasing  him  at  times  to  the  top  of  her  bent. 

Garry,  now  about  seventeen,  was  a  strong, 
finely  built  lad,  had  brown  hair  and  eyes,  a 
winning  smile,  a  frank,  handsome  face  and  a 
genial  disposition  that  made  him  a  general  fa- 
vorite with  the  better  element  among  the  young 
people  of  the  town.  He  was  fleet  of  foot  and 
strong  of  arm  and  a  natural  leader  in  all  out- 
door sports,  especially  football,  which  he  ranked 
above  all  others.  Courage,  perhaps,  was  his 
outstanding  quality.  He  never  looked  for  trou- 
ble, but  he  never  side-stepped  it  when  it  came. 
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Most  of  his  close  friends  were  also  enthusi- 
astic about  football.  Nearer  to  him  than  any 
others  were  Rooster  Long  and  Bill  Sherwood — 
"Big  Bill,"  as  he  was  called,  because  he  was 
bulkier  than  any  of  them — though  Nick  Danter 
and  Ted  Dillingham  were  also  his  devoted 
chums. 

Living  in  the  same  section  of  the  town,  all 
these  lads  attended  the  Hill  Street  Grammar 
School.  This  was  new  compared  with  the 
Cherry  Street  and  "Webster  Street  Schools,  and 
the  boys  of  the  latter  two  looked  rather  patron- 
izingly upon  the  Hill  Street  boys,  because  the 
latter  had  no  football  team  that  could  compare 
with  those  of  the  older  institutions.  Indeed, 
it  had  no  team  at  all  when  Garry  first  enrolled 
there  as  a  student. 

Garry  promptly  resolved  to  supply  this  need, 
for  that  it  was  a  need  he  had  no  doubt.  He 
had  to  start,  of  course,  with  raw  material.  He 
had  many  difficulties  to  conquer,  some  of  them 
due  to  members  of  his  own  school  who  envied 
his  popularity  and  did  what  they  could  to 
down  him. 

How  at  last  he  got  together  a  strong  team — 
how  his  own  fighting  spirit  was  imparted  to 
them,  so  that  he  was  able  to  meet  and  conquer 
his  older  rivals  in  a  series  of  exciting  battles, 
are  told  in  the  first  volume  of  this  series,  en- 
titled: "Garry  Grayson's  Hill  Street  Eleven." 

Garry  and  his  chums  entered  Lenox  High, 
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following  his  graduation  from  grammar  school. 
Here  the  competition  for  places  on  the  first 
string  team  was  much  fiercer.  The  older  pupils 
had  the  preference,  and  Garry's  chances  of 
showing  just  how  much  stuff  he  possessed  were 
few.  He  did  get  a  chance  on  the  scrubs,  how- 
ever, and  his  work  there  was  so  dazzling  that 
before  long  he  was  placed  on  the  regulars. 
Here  he  speedily  made  a  name  for  himself  as  a 
"triple  threat,"  for  in  bucking  the  line,  kicking 
and  carrying  the  ball  he  had  no  equal  on  the 
Lenox  eleven  or  in  the  league  to  which  Lenox 
High  belonged. 

An  unlooked-for  incident  changed  the  whole 
scholastic  scheme  of  things  for  Garry.  A  flood 
undermined  the  Lenox  High  building  and  made 
it  so  dangerous  that  months  would  be  required 
to  make  it  safe.  Garry's  father  was  unwilling 
that  he  should  lose  so  much  time,  and  entered 
him  at  Stanley  Prep,  a  school  that  had  a  great 
reputation  among  institutions  of  its  kind. 

The  change  was  most  unwelcome  for  Garry 
at  first,  for  Lenox  High  was  identified  with  his 
triumphs  and  it  was  a  wrench  to  leave  it.  Bill 
and  Booster,  however,  had  persuaded  their 
parents  to  let  them  go  also  to  Stanley  Prep, 
so  that  helped  to  soften  the  blow. 

Stanley  stood  high  in  football  prestige,  and 
it  was  some  time  before  the  gridiron  qualities 
of  Garry  and  his  chums  were  rated  at  their 
true  value.    Their  light,  however,  could  not  be 
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kept  under  a  bushel  and  eventually  they  made 
the  regulars,  where  they  soon  came  to  be  rec- 
ognized as  the  mainstays  of  the  team. 

Victory  after  victory  was  registered  for 
Stanley  which  would  have  been  defeats,  had 
it  not  been  for  the  brilliant  work  of  Garry  and 
his  chums.  Much  of  the  time  they  had  to  meet 
the  malice  and  envy  of  the  meaner  element 
among  the  students,  and  it  was  not  always  easy 
to  circumvent  the  schemes  that  were  formed 
to  injure  them. 

Pluck  and  persistence  told,  the  plans  of 
Garry's  enemies  were  brought  to  naught  and 
Garry's  work  on  the  gridiron  brought  the 
championship  of  its  league  to  Stanley  Prep 
during  the  junior  and  senior  years  and  the  year 
of  post-graduate  study  that  followed. 

Now  the  three  friends  were  faced  with  the 
necessity  of  choosing  a  career.  All  of  them 
had  engineering  likings  and  abilities,  and  a 
technical  college  was  decided  upon.  Several 
institutions  were  under  consideration,  but  they 
finally  influenced  their  folks  to  send  them  to 
Passmore  Tech. 

There  was  no  question  about  the  scholarship 
and  standing  of  the  college,  but  it  was  another 
thing  altogether  that  had  put  it  in  favor  with 
the  boys.  A  fellow  named  Eoper,  a  student  at 
Passmore,  had  told  Garry  wonderful  tales  about 
the  football  team  that  Passmore  possessed,  and 
had  vaunted  it  to  the  skies.    It  was  falsehood, 
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pure  and  simple,  instigated  by  enemies  of  the 
boys  who  used  Eoper  as  a  tool  and  chuckled 
over  the  thought  of  the  discomfiture  that  would 
be  felt  by  Garry  and  his  chums  when  they 
should  learn  the  truth. 

That  truth  did  hit  them  right  between  the 
eyes,  and  even  the  sound  thrashing  they  gave 
the  ones  who  were  responsible  for  the  decep- 
tion did  little  to  mitigate  their  chagrin.  They 
refused  to  let  the  ghastly  football  situation  at 
Passmore  discourage  them  and  set  to  work  at 
once  to  build  up  a  team. 

How  they  accomplished  this  against  the  in- 
ertia of  the  faculty  and  the  indifference  of  the 
students — how  gradually  the  spark  of  sports- 
manship in  the  student  body  was  fanned  into 
a  raging  flame — how  a  team  was  formed  and 
licked  into  shape — how  with  Garry  as  a  leader 
it  climbed  over  the  bodies  of  its  vanquished  foes 
and  won  the  championship  of  its  league,  is  told 
in  the  preceding  volume  of  this  series,  entitled : 
" Garry  Grayson's  Winning  Touchdown." 

Now  to  return  to  the  little  group  on  the 
motorboat,  where  two  excited  youths  were  fac- 
ing each  other,  with  a  battle  imminent. 

It  was  Garry  who  stepped  between  Rooster 
and  Spinkler  and  laid  his  hand  on  the  former's 
shoulder. 

"Cool  down,  old  fellow,"  he  counseled  af- 
fectionately. "It's  good  of  you  to  get  worked 
up  on  my  account  and  I  appreciate  it.     But 
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we  can't  have  a  row  in  the  presence  of  the 
girls.  Then  too,  we're  all  of  us  the  guests  of 
Mrs.  Sherwood,  and  you  know  how  embarrassed 
she  would  feel,  if  we  got  to  scrapping.  Luckily 
neither  Jane  nor  I  are  actually  hurt.  Spinkler 
says  it  was  an  accident,  and  we'll  have  to  take 
his  word  for  it.  You  fellows  shake  hands  now, 
and  we'll  drop  the  matter." 

There  was  no  gainsaying  the  wisdom  of  this 
under  the  circumstances,  and  a  truce  was 
patched  up  in  the  way  that  Garry  suggested. 
The  feeling  of  suspicion  and  hostility  still  per- 
sisted, however,  and  there  was  a  general  feel- 
ing of  relief  when  they  reached  the  dock  at  the 
foot  of  the  Sherwood  garden. 

There  the  party  disembarked,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Spinkler,  who,  after  a  half-hearted 
reiteration  of  his  sorrow  over  the  "accident," 
bade  the  rest  goodnight  and  turned  the  boat  in 
the  direction  of  the  Gates  cottage,  where  he 
was  staying. 

Jane  was  taken  in  hand  by  Mrs.  Sherwood 
and  the  girls,  who  made  a  great  fuss  over  her, 
gave  her  hot  drinks  and  got  her  to  bed.  Garry 
slipped  into  dry  clothes  and  showed  by  the 
gusto  with  which  he  partook  of  the  midnight 
lunch  that  their  hostess  had  waiting  for  them, 
that  his  appetite,  at  least,  had  not  suffered  from 
the  collision. 

Later,  when  he  and  Bill,  who  were  to  occupy 
the  same  room,  were  in  their  pajamas  and  ready 


A  Suspicious  Happening  29 

to  retire,  Booster  came  in  for  a  moment's  chat 
from  the  adjoining  room. 

"I'm  glad  you  stopped  me  from  giving 
Spinkler  what  was  coming  to  him,  Garry,"  he 
said.  "Of  course,  that  wasn't  the  time  or  place 
for  it.    Oh  baby,  how  I  wanted  to  punch  him!" 

"Same  here,"  put  in  Bill.  "It  was  lucky  for 
him  that  the  girls  were  there." 

"Do  you  really  think  he  did  it  on  purpose!" 

"Think?  I'm  dead  sure  of  it,"  replied 
Booster.  "As  I  told  him  to  his  face,  there 
wasn't  anything  at  all  the  matter  with  the 
engine.  He  didn't  bend  over  to  look  at  it  once. 
I  could  see  you  when  we  were  a  couple  of  hun- 
dred feet  away,  and  if  I  could,  so  could  he." 

"Yes,"  observed  Bill,  "and  when  I  shouted 
to  him  that  he  was  running  you  down,  I  could 
see  what  I'm  sure  was  a  look  of  triumph  in 
his  eyes.  He  had  plenty  of  time  even  then  to 
swerve,  but  he  kept  right  on." 

"But  why?"  puzzled  Garry. 

"Oh,  it  was  simple  enough,"  replied  Booster. 
"He  was  sore  because  you  put  it  all  over  him 
in  the  swimming  and  diving.  After  all  his 
boasting,  it  made  him  look  ridiculous.  Then 
too,  he  was  trying  to  make  a  hit  with  Fanny, 
and  she  seemed  to  think  that  you  were  the  only 
man  in  the  landscape.  He  was  aching  to  get 
even  with  you  in  some  way  and  the  sight  of 
you  and  Jane  in  the  canoe  gave  him  the  idea." 

"But  he  might  have  killed  us!"  cried  Garry. 
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"He  might  have,  true  enough,"  admitted 
Bill,  in  answer  to  Garry's  statement,  "but  of 
course  he  didn't  have  anything  of  that  kind  in 
mind.  He  knew  that  both  you  and  Jane  could 
swim  and  he  was  planning  to  turn  around  and 
pick  you  up.  What  he  wanted  to  do  was  to 
give  you  a  good  scare  and  spoil  your  evening 
for  you." 

"It  was  a  lowdown  trick,"  growled  Garry. 
"If  he  had  anything  against  me,  he  could  have 
tried  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  me  some  time  per- 
sonally. To  throw  a  girl  into  the  water  just 
to  get  even  with  the  fellow  who  happened  to 
be  with  her — that's  just  about  as  cheap  a  thing 
as  anybody  can  imagine." 

"He's  cheap  all  through,  I  guess,"  muttered 
Rooster.  "I  don't  like  anything  about  him. 
The  trouble  is,  we've  accepted  his  apology — 
had  to,  on  account  of  the  girls — but  if  I  ever 
get  a  chance  to  punch  him  on  some  other  score, 
you  bet  I'll  do  it  good  and  plenty." 

"I  suppose  Joe  Roper's  been  filling  him  up 
with  lies  about  us,"  conjectured  Garry,  "and 
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that  may  have  added  to  the  dislike  he  seems 
to  feel  against  me." 

" Likely  enough,"  replied  Bill.  "Boper's 
never  gotten  over  the  thrashing  you  gave  him 
last  year.  You  certainly  pasted  him  for  keeps 
that  time,  Garry." 

"If  a  fellow  ever  deserved  a  licking,  he  did," 
asserted  G-arry.  "I  think  we've  seen  the  last  of 
Mr.  Spinkler.  He'll  lay  off  of  us  after  this, 
for  if  he  has  any  sense  at  all,  he'll  know  we 
didn't  believe  that  story  he  cooked  up  to  ex- 
plain the  smash." 

The  little  accident  had  rather  a  dampening 
effect  on  the  gaiety  of  the  night,  and  after 
breakfast  next  morning  Nick  said  to  Bill: 

"Look  here,  old  man,  you  were  on  that  motor- 
boat  last  night,  so  give  me  the  whole  story. 
Was  it  really  an  accident  or  did  Spinkler  run 
into  the  canoe  on  purpose?" 

"It's  a  pretty  tough  thing  to  say,"  Bill  re- 
plied, "but  it  looked  to  me  as  if  Spinkler  did 
it  purposely.  I'm  sure  of  one  thing — there  was 
no  trouble  with  the  engine.  It  was  running 
fine.  I  can't  understand  why  Spinkler  didn't 
hear  me,  when  I  yelled  at  him.  I  wasn't  three 
feet  away,  but  he  kept  straight  on  and  banged 
the  canoe." 

"That  settles  it!"  muttered  Nick  with  an  air 
that  caused  Bill  to  say: 

"I  wouldn't  make  a  scene  over  it.  We  ac- 
cepted Spinkler 's  apology  for  the  accident." 
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" Maybe  you  did.  I  didn't  and  I  reserve  the 
right  to  do  as  I  please  in  the  matter, ' '  snapped 
Nick.  Ted,  returning  to  town,  took  the  girls 
with  him  in  the  car  and  Jane  asked  Nick  to 
ride  with  them. 

1 '  Not  just  now,  thanks, ' '  he  replied.  '  '  I  want 
to  talk  to  Garry  and  the  gang  before  they  go 
back  to  Passmore."  There  seemed  to  be  some- 
thing significant  in  his  tone. 

"Too  bad  Ted  couldn't  have  stayed  a  bit 
longer.  "We  might  have  gotten  in  some  foot- 
ball practice,"  Garry  remarked  to  his  three 
chums  as  they  waved  farewells  to  the  girls  in 
the  car.  "It  would  have  been  something  like 
the  fun  we  used  to  have  on  the  Lenox  High 
gridiron. ' ' 

"We  sure  had  a  pretty  peppy  team!"  agreed 
Nick. 

"Our  signal  system  was  fool-proof,"  Garry 
went  on.  "Wnich  reminds  me,  that  I  want,  if 
we  can,  to  make  some  changes  in  our  signals 
at  Passmore." 

"What's  the  idea?"  asked  Eooster. 

"Well,  safety  for  one  thing." 

"Safety?" 

"Yes.  The  signals  we  have  been  using  are 
easy  to  figure  out,  if  the  rival  team  wanted  to 
go  at  it  right.  I've  doped  out  a  plan  that  will 
make  it  impossible  for  our  opponents  to  guess, 
ahead  of  time,  what  play  we're  going  to  pull." 

"A  good  idea,"  declared  Nick.    "Most  fool- 
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proof  signal  systems,  Garry,  are  so  complicated 
that  it  takes  a  team  almost  all  the  season  to  get 
them  working,  and  by  the  time  they  do,  there 
isn't  any  need  for  signals." 

"I  think  my  plan  will  work,"  Garry  said. 
"I'll  tell  you  fellows  abont  it  when  I  have  it 
a  little  more  perfected." 

"Going  to  write  it  out?"  asked  Booster. 

"That's  just  what  I'm  not  going  to  do!" 
Garry  replied  quickly.  "A  set  of  signals  re- 
duced to  paper  means  that  it's  a  secret  someone 
can  steal,  if  he's  inclined  that  way.  No,  mine 
is  a  purely  mental  set  of  letters,  words  and 
numbers — an  association  of  ideas  that  will  be 
easy  to  remember,  I  hope.  I'll  spring  it  on 
you  soon." 

"I  suppose  you  are  looking  forward  to  a  big 
season  at  Passmore,  aren't  you?"  asked  Nick. 

"You  bet  we  are,"  put  in  Booster.  "Gee, 
it's  a  different  prospect  from  what  we  had  last 
year,  eh,  Garry?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  laughed  Garry.  "You'd 
have  been  sorry  for  us,  Nick,  if  you'd  have  seen 
what  a  forlorn  bunch  we  were,  when  we  reached 
the  college  last  Fall.  Everything  in  sports  dead 
as  a  doornail!  Faculty  dead  against  football! 
The  fellows  discouraged!  Mere  skeleton  of  a 
team  that  all  the  other  elevens  in  the  League 
looked  on  as  easy  meat!  Beady  to  lie  down 
and  die!" 

"We  three  were  mad  enough  to  bite  nails 


34      Garry  Grayson's  Double  Signals 

at  the  way  Joe  Roper  had  put  it  over  on  us, 
telling  us  that  Passmore  Tech  had  a  team  of 
world-beaters, ' '  grinned  Bill.  "We  can  laugh 
about  it  now,  but  I  can  tell  you  it  was  no  laugh- 
ing matter  then." 

"Yet  you  fellows  went  to  work  and  got  up 
an  eleven  that  knocked  the  tar  out  of  all  the 
other  teams  in  the  League,"  remarked  Nick 
admiringly. 

"Oh,  well,  we  did  our  best,"  said  Garry  mod- 
estly, "but  we  couldn't  have  done  much,  if 
the  other  fellows  hadn't  pitched  in,  too.  There 
was  a  lot  of  good  football  material  there  that 
only  needed  to  be  dug  up.  Then  too,  we  were 
mighty  lucky  to  get  hold  of  a  dandy  football 
coach.  They  don't  come  any  better  than  Todd 
Rodney.  Old  Princeton  star,  you  know,  and 
what  he  doesn't  know  about  football  isn't  worth 
knowing. ' ' 

"We  wouldn't  have  gotten  him,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  Garry,"  chimed  in  Bill. 

"In  fact,  Garry  was  the  whole  thing,"  de- 
clared Rooster  loyally.  "It  was  Garry  who 
got  Dr.  Root — he's  the  President  of  the  Col- 
lege, you  know — to  consent  to  our  having  a 
coach.  Fine  fellow,  Prexy,  splendid  scholar  and 
aU  that " 

"And  with  two  mighty  pretty  daughters," 
put  in  Bill. 

"Inclined  to  ignore  athletics,"  went  on 
Rooster.    "Garry  had  to  work  his  head  off  to 
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get  the  old  hoy  interested.  He  did  get  inter- 
ested at  last " 

"And  how!"  laughed  Bill.  "Got  so  excited 
when  we  won  the  championship  that  he  danced 
up  and  down,  and  threw  his  old  high  hat  out 
into  the  field." 

"Well,  that's  that,"  concluded  Booster. 
"Talking  about  football  makes  me  ache  to  get 
my  fingers  on  the  old  pigskin.  Get  out  the  ball, 
Garry,  and  let's  have  a  little  practice." 

Garry  needed  no  urging. 

*  i  There 's  a  good  open  space  a  little  way  from 
here,"  he  said,  pointing  to  the  right.  "Of 
course,  with  only  four  of  us  we  can't  do  much 
more  than  kick  the  ball  around,  but  it  will  help 
to  limber  us  up  and  get  the  kinks  out  of  our 
legs.    Come  along,  fellows." 

They  were  quite  as  eager  as  he,  and  for  half 
an  hour  they  had  a  glorious  time,  running, 
kicking,  blocking,  dodging  and  carrying  the  ball 
over  an  imaginary  goal  line. 

"How  about  the  new  rules  this  season?" 
asked  Bill,  as  they  were  having  a  little  resting 
spell.  "I  suppose  they've  introduced  a  lot  of 
funny  regulations,  just  to  make  the  game 
harder." 

"Bill  never  was  any  too  fond  of  skull  prac- 
tice," observed  Booster  to  Nick. 

Bill  made  a  pass  at  him  that  Rooster  deftly 
eluded. 

Garry  smiled. 
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"We're  in  luck  this  time,"  he  said.  "The 
rules  committee  have  made  very  few  changes. 
They  seem  to  think  that  football  is  just  about 
right  the  way  it  is  played  now.  Still,  there 
is  something  about  the  shift  play " 

"I  knew  it,"  groaned  Bill. 

"They've  made  the  stop  period  after  the 
shift  more  definite, ' '  explained  Garry.  i '  Under 
the  old  rule,  you  know,  the  period  was  fixed  at 
'approximately  one  second.'  It's  that ' approx- 
imately' that  caused  the  trouble.  The  word 
was  too  elastic.  Some  teams  took  advantage 
of  it  and  jumped  before  the  second  was  abso- 
lutely up.  Now  the  new  wording  makes  it  'a 
period  of  at  least  one  second,'  and  the  count 
measuring  this  one  second  has  been  increased 
from  four  to  six,  that  is,  the  stop  must  cover 
the  time  in  which  the  official  can  count  'one, 
two,  three,  four,  five,  six.'  " 

"Huh!"  grunted  Bill.  "Mighty  little  thing 
to  make  such  a  fuss  about.  What's  a  second  or 
a  split  fraction  of  a  second  between  friends? 
But  go  ahead.    Let's  hear  the  rest  of  the  bad 


news. ' ' 


"That's  about  all,"  declared  Garry.  "The 
rest  is  about  equipment.  The  committee  doesn't 
like  the  use  of  head  protectors  or  jerseys  that 
are  so  similar  in  color  to  the  ball  that  they  give 
the  wearers  an  unfair  and  unsportsmanlike  ad- 
vantage over  their  opponents." 

"That's  a  good  idea,"  put  in  Nick.    "I  re- 
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member  that  when  the  experiment  of  playing 
football  at  night  was  tried  in  one  town,  the  ball 
was  painted  white  so  that  it  would  show  up 
better.  That  was  all  right,  but  it  was  all  wrong 
when  one  of  the  teams  appeared  in  white  jer- 
seys, making  it  impossible  for  the  opposing 
players  to  see  where  the  ball  was." 

"That's  it,"  said  Garry.  "So  to  correct 
that,  if  the  head  protectors  or  jerseys  are  the 
same  color  as  the  ball,  the  solid  color  must  be 
broken  by  at  least  two  cross-stripes  of  a  mark- 
edly contrasting  color  at  least  two  inches  wide." 

"Well,  I  guess  our  massive  intellects  will 
have  no  trouble  in  grasping  that,"  commented 
Rooster.  "It  seems  to  me — Hello!  See  who's 
here!" 

The  exclamation  was  caused  by  the  appear- 
ance of  Jack  Spinkler  strolling  toward  them. 

A  peculiar  light  leaped  into  Nick  Danter's 
eyes  and  his  lips  tightened. 
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Whiklixg  Fists 

"Well,  of  all  the  nerve,"  exclaimed  Bill 
disgustedly,  as  he  descried  the  bulky  form  of 
Spinkler  approaching.  "Wouldn't  you  think 
that  fellow  would  have  sense  enough  to  know 
that  we  don't  want  to  have  anything  more  to  do 
with  him  after  what  happened  last  night?" 

"He's  too  conceited  to  think  that  anyone 
wouldn't  care  for  his  company,"  opined  Garry. 

"Fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread," 
muttered  Rooster,  as  he  shot  a  swift  glance  at 
Nick. 

"That's  all  right,"  drawled  Nick.  "For  my 
part,  I'm  very  glad  to  see  him." 

"Hello!"  called  Spinkler  as  he  drew  nearer. 
"Kicking  the  ball  around,  eh?" 

* '  Getting  a  bit  of  practice  before  we  go  back 
to  college,"  replied  Garry  briefly. 

"I  suppose  you  need  it,"  observed  Spinkler, 
as  he  looked  them  over  a  bit  superciliously. 
"You  seem  a  bit  soft.  As  for  me,  I  don't  feel 
the  need  of  it.  I'm  always  in  the  pink  of  con- 
dition. ' ' 

"You're  lucky,"   commented  Rooster. 
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"Not  all  of  us  are  so  favored  by  nature,"  re- 
marked Bill. 

"I  suppose  you're  quite  a  football  player, 
Spinkler?  "  inquired  Nick. 

"I've  been  told  that,  if  I  keep  at  it,  I'll  be 
an  All- American  choice  some  day,"  replied 
Spinkler.  "Seems  to  come  natural  to  me.  Any 
position,  tackle,  guard  or  fullback.  It's  all  the 
same.    Just  give  me  the  ball  and  it's  all  over." 

"That  sounds  interesting,"  remarked  Nick. 
"How  about  boxing*?  I  suppose  you're  good 
at  that,  too." 

Spinkler  flexed  the  muscles  of  his  arms  com- 
placently. 

"Boxing's  my  middle  name,"  he  replied. 
"Won  the  heavyweight  championship  of  Mor- 
gan last  year.  Got  so  after  a  while  that  it  was 
hard  to  get  anyone  in  the  ring  with  me." 

"Sort  of  natural  fighter,  eh?"  mused  Nick. 

"I  suppose  you  might  call  it  that,"  was  the 
reply. 

"That's  more  interesting  still,"  observed 
Nick,  "because  you're  going  to  lick  me  or  I'm 
going  to  lick  you,  right  here  and  now ! ' ' 

Spinkler  uttered  a  startled  exclamation  and 
stepped  back,  his  face  growing  pale. 

"Wh-what  do  you  mean?"  he  stammered. 

"Just  what  I  said,"  retorted  Nick.  "Take 
off  your  coat." 

He  stripped  off  his  own  garment  and  threw 
it  on  the  ground. 
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"But — but,"  stammered  Spinkler,  looking 
furtively  about  and  behind  him  as  though  for 
an  escape,  "what's  the  big  idea?  I  haven't 
done  anything  to  you." 

"You  ran  down  my  sister  with  your  motor- 
boat  last  night,"  replied  Nick.  "That's  why 
I  'm  going  to  thrash  you. ' ' 

' '  That  was  an  accident, ' '  expostulated  Spink- 
ler.   "I've  already  apologized  for  that." 

"  'Accident'  is  good,"  replied  Nick.  "I 
have  my  own  idea  of  how  much  of  an  ' accident' 
it  was.  But  we  're  wasting  time.  Take  off  your 
coat!" 

Spinkler  looked  wildly  about  him. 

"You've  got  your  crowd  with  you,"  he  sput- 
tered.   "You're  four  against  one." 

"Don't  let  that  worry  you,"  put  in  Garry. 
"I  won't  interfere,  no  matter  how  the  fight  is 
going.  You'll  get  fair  play.  How  about  it, 
fellows?"  he  appealed  to  his  companions. 

They  nodded  an  emphatic  assent. 

"I'm  not  going  to  fight,"  declared  Spinkler 
in  desperation,  and  turned  to  walk  away. 

Nick  caught  him  by  the  shoulder  and  whirled 
him  about. 

"Oh,  yes  you  are,"  he  cried.  "See  if  this 
will  make  you,"  and  he  slapped  him  on  the 
cheek.  With  a  cry  of  rage  Spinkler  took  off 
his  coat  and  rushed  at  Nick. 

He  was  met  with  an  uppercut  that  shook  him 
hard  but  he  came  back  and  the  fight  was  on. 
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To  all  appearances,  the  opponents  were  evenly 
matched.  Nick  was  an  inch  or  so  taller,  but 
Spinkler  had  the  advantage  in  weight.  For  sev- 
eral minutes  the  fight  was  fast  and  furious. 

If  Spinkler  really  had  the  science  of  which 
he  had  boasted,  he  forgot  it  and  fought  in  a 
blind  and  desperate  rage.  Nick  was  cool  and 
self-possessed,  blocking  deftly,  shifting  and 
ducking,  evading  many  blows  altogether,  caus- 
ing others  to  glance  off  harmlessly,  while  his 
own  beat  upon  his  opponent  with  the  force  of  a 
triphammer. 

Twice  Nick  sent  Spinkler  sprawling  to  the 
ground  with  terrific  left  handers.  The  latter 's 
nose  was  bleeding  and  one  eye  was  closing 
rapidly.  Once  more  Spinkler  went  down  with 
a  thud  and  this  time  he  lay  there,  nursing  his 
bruised  face  and  moaning  with  rage  and  shame. 

' l  Come  along,  get  up, ' '  urged  Nick.  ' 'There 's 
plenty  more  where  those  came  from.  No  trou- 
ble to  show  goods.  A  pleased  customer  is  our 
best  advertisement." 

Still,  Spinkler  made  no  move  to  rise. 

4 'Had  enough V9  queried  Nick. 

Still  no  answer. 

"Speak  up  now,  before  I  knock  you  down 
again,"  commanded  Nick. 

"  Enough/ '  growled  Spinkler. 

"All  right,"  observed  Nick,  stooping  to  pick 
up  his  coat.  "The  next  time  you're  tempted 
to  run  anyone  down,  think  twice  about  it.    It 


42      Garry  Grayson's  Double  Signals 

doesn't  always  pan  out  the  way  you  think  it 
will.    Come  along,  fellows." 

They  turned  their  backs  on  Spinkler,  as  they 
did  not  care  to  gloat  over  his  discomfiture,  and 
moved  toward  the  house. 

"Gee,  but  that  was  a  peach  of  a  scrap!" 
chuckled  Booster. 

"You  went  around  him  like  a  cooper  round 
a  barrel,"  commented  Garry. 

"Plastered  him  good  and  proper,"  ap- 
proved Bill. 

"He  had  it  coming  to  him,"  remarked  Nick. 
"Perhaps  he'll  leave  the  girls  out  of  it  the  next 
time  he  wants  to  satisfy  a  grudge  against  a 
fellow." 

For  a  few  seconds  Spinkler  stood  looking 
after  the  retreating  forms  of  Garry  Grayson 
and  the  others.  The  cringing  look  left  his  face, 
he  shut  his  teeth  grimly,  there  was  a  hard  glint 
in  his  eyes  and  his  lips  snarled,  as  he  muttered : 

"I'll  get  even  with  all  of  you  for  this!  I'll 
have  my  innings  soon!  I'll  bet  Garry  Grayson 
was  responsible  for  all  this!  But  I'll  pay  him 
back!" 

In  his  excitement  Spinkler  spoke  the  last 
words  aloud,  and  from  the  darkness  of  a  clump 
of  trees  a  voice  hailed  in  chuckling  laughter 
to  ask: 

"What's  the  row  and  what  are  you  going  to 
do  to  Grayson?" 

"Oh,    hello,    Brink!"    exclaimed    Spinkler, 
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naming  a  lad  with  whom  he  had  recently  be- 
come acquainted.  Brink  was  not  friendly  with 
the  Grayson  crowd. 

' ' Hello,  Spinkler!  Been  in  a  bit  of  a  row, 
haven't  you?" 

"Yes,"  lied  the  bully.  "Grayson  and  his 
gang  pitched  onto  me  all  at  once.  Didn't  give 
me  a  fair  show.  I  could  lick  any  one  of  'em 
alone,  but  when  they  all  piled  on,  I  had  to 
give  up." 

"What'd  they  beat  you  for?" 

"Oh,  just  because  I  ran  into  Garry's  canoe 
and  spilled  him  and  some  girl  into  the  lake.  It 
was  a  pure  accident*  and  I  apologized.  But 
they  laid  for  me." 

"That's  a  rotten  bunch — that  Garry  Gray- 
son gang!"  declared  Brink.  "They  make  me 
tired !  Grayson  thinks  he 's  not  only  a  wonder- 
ful football  player,  but  I  hear  he 's  got  an  idea 
now,  that  he  can  invent  a  system  of  playing 
signals  that  no  other  team  can  guess." 

"He  claims  that,  does  he?"  asked  Spinkler, 
and  there  was  a  strange  eagerness  in  his  voice. 
"Claims  he  can  invent  a  cast-iron  set  of  foot- 
ball signals,  does  he?" 

"So  I've  heard." 

"Well!'-*  exclaimed  the  bully  exultingly  as  he 
tenderly  felt  of  several  sore  spots,  "I've  a 
better  idea  than  I  had  before  of  taking  some 
of  the  starch  out  of  Mr.  Garry  Grayson." 

"What?"  asked  Brink. 
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" Never  you  mind!  But  I'll  get  square  with 
him!    He  isn't  a  friend  of  yours,  I  hope." 

"Far  from  it!  He  makes  me  sick!  Say, 
you  look  all  in!" 

"I  am,  pretty  near,  Brink.  They  all  pitched 
onto  me." 

"Come  on  with  me  and  I'll  take  you  to  a 
place  where  you  can  wash  up  and  get  some- 
thing for  that  blue  eye!"  suggested  the  other. 

"Where?" 

"Oh,  it's  a  poolroom  and  in  the  back  you  can 
get  something  good  to  drink  if  you're  inclined 
that  way,"  said  Brink  suggestively.  "It's  a 
private  club,  but  I  have  a  membership  card. 
Want  to  come?" 

"Sure!    I  need  fixing  up  all  right." 

A  little  later  the  two  lads,  whose  sudden  and 
new  comradeship  was  based  on  mutual  desires 
for  revenge,  were  sitting  in  the  back  room  of  a 
none  too  reputable  place.  Brink  had  ex- 
hibited a  dirty  card,  when,  after  a  knock  on  a 
door,  a  panel  had  slid  back  and  a  man's  red, 
bloated  face  had  looked  out. 

"All  right!"  he  growled.  "But  who's  the 
friend?" 

"He's  O.K.,"  Brink  answered.  "I  want  to 
get  a  card  for  him.  It  will  cost  you  a  dollar 
to  join  this  club,"  he  added  with  a  chuckle. 

i '  Cheap  at  half  the  price, ' '  retorted  Spinkler. 
He  found  a  place  to  wash  and  remove  some  of 
the  battle-stains  and  then  he  and  Brink  sat  at 
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a  table,  the  new  member  having  been  provided 
with  a  card. 

"We  sign  slips-  and  pay  later,' '  Brink  ex- 
plained when  the  waiter  came  to  take  a  re- 
newed order.  As  he  started  to  affix  his  name 
to  a  piece  of  paper  the  waiter  held  out,  Brink, 
seeing  another  slip  on  the  table,  exclaimed  in 
surprise,  "I  never  signed  that!" 

"It  has  your  name  on  it!"  the  waiter  said. 

"I'm  sure  I  never  signed  it!"  Brink  pro- 
tested. 

"You  didn't!"  chuckled  Spinkler.  "It's  a 
little  joke  I  played  on  you.  Look  here !"  With 
a  pencil  he  wrote  Brink's  name  on  the  unsigned 
slip,  imitating  the  other's  signature  so  per- 
fectly that  his  companion  exclaimed  in  surprise. 

"Say,  you're  clever,  Spinkler!"  Brink  af- 
firmed admiringly. 

"Oh,  that's  nothing.  Give  me  a  hard  signa- 
ture to  copy!" 

"Try  his!"  suggested  Brink  with  a  laugh, 
nodding  at  the  waiter. 

"Here — write  your  name!"  Spinkler  ordered, 
and  when  the  waiter  had  complied  on  a  blank 
paper,  the  boy,  after  a  moment  or  two  of 
studying  the  scrawl,  produced  its  twin. 

"I'd  hate  to  let  you  have  one  of  my  checks, 
providing  I  had  such  a  thing, ' '  chuckled  Brink. 
"You  could  forge  my  name  perfectly." 

"Oh,  I  wouldn't  do  anything  like  that!" 
Spinkler  protested.     "I  did  this  only  for  fun. 
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It's  just  a  little  knack  I  have — copying  hand- 
writing. It's  all  a  joke.  But,  speaking  of 
Grayson,  how  does  he  get  that  way?" 

"What  way!" 

' '  Thinking  he  's  the  king-pin  in  football.  * ' 

"He  always  was  that  way,"  Brink  unfairly 
answered.  "Ever  since  what  happened  at 
Passmore  last  season,  he's  been  worse.  I  hate 
the  pill!" 

"Well,  you  can  believe  I  don't  love  him  after 
what  happened  a  little  while  ago!"  snapped 
Spinkler.  "Garry  Grayson  will  get  in  trouble 
all  right.    Take  it  from  me!" 

The  two  lingered  in  the  room  back  of  the  re- 
sort until  a  late  hour,  and  when  the  parted, 
Brink  said  admiringly: 

"You  sure  are  some  ink-slinger,  Spinkler." 

"You  haven't  seen  anything  yet!"  was  the 
rejoinder.    That  night  the  bully  left  town. 

Garry  and  Rooster  ended  their  visit  at  Bill's 
a  few  days  later  and  motored  to  town.  College 
was  to  open  the  next  week.  They  got  their  be- 
longings together,  and  made  their  arrange- 
ments. 

On  the  night  before  they  were  to  leave 
for  Passmore,  Garry  received  a  visit  from  Nat 
JKobine.  Nat  had  been  captain  of  the  Passmore 
eleven  when  it  won  the  championship  the  previ- 
ous season  and  had  been  re-elected  for  the 
coming  year.  A  warm  friendship  existed  be- 
tween Nat  and  Garry. 
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" Glory  be,"  exclaimed  Garry,  as  lie  shook 
Nat's  hand  vigorously.  " You're  welcome  as 
flowers  that  bloom  in  the  Spring.' ' 

"Only  this  happens  to  be  the  Fall,"  Nat 
grinned.  "Just  stopped  in  on  my  way  to  Pass- 
more  to  spend  an  hour  or  two.  I'm  going  on 
tonight  by  the  next  train." 

"You  are  not,"  stated  Garry  decidedly. 
"You're  going  to  stay  overnight  here  and  go 
on  with  me  and  the  rest  of  the  bunch  tomorrow. 
That's  settled." 

Nat  demurred  as  a  matter  of  form,  but  as 
Mrs.  Grayson  and  Ella  added  their  urging — 
and  Ella,  as  Nat  swiftly  noted,  was  extremely 
easy  to  look  at — he  was  easily  persuaded  to 
forego  the  night  train. 

Dinner  was  a  very  pleasant  function  in  the 
Grayson  home,  and  Nat  enjoyed  it  greatly.  In 
the  evening  Garry  invited  Bill  and  Rooster, 
Nick  and  Ted  over,  while  Ella  corraled  Jane 
and  Fanny  and  others  of  her  girl  friends.  The 
young  folks  had  an  evening  of  dancing  to  the 
music  of  the  radio. 

"Got  to  make  the  most  of  this,"  declared 
Rooster  to  Ella,  as  they  danced  together. 
"Hard  work  from  this  time  on  for  us  poor 
bookworms.  Burning  the  midnight  oil,  you 
know,  and  all  that." 

' '  Yes, ' '  mocked  Ella,  "  it 's  very  sad.  Getting 
wan  and  white  from  study!  Your  brows  sick- 
lied o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought!     It 
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breaks  my  heart  to  think  of  it.  Yon  11  have 
me  crying  on  yonr  shonlder  in  a  ininute." 

"Go  to  it,"  advised  Eooster.  " Yon '11  find 
it  a  very  comfortable  shoulder." 

It  was  late  when  the  gay  party  broke  up  and 
Garry  showed  Nat  to  the  room  he  was  to  oc- 
cupy for  the  night. 

"We  start  early  tomorrow  morning,  but 
you'll  be  called  in  plenty  of  time  for  break- 
fast," he  said. 

"The  last  breakfast  before  the  college  year 
begins,"  commented  Nat. 

"Wonder  what  kind  of  a  college  year  it's 
going  to  be,"  observed  Garry. 

"Do  you  mean  in  scholarship  or  football?" 
asked  Nat. 

"As  if  there  could  be  any  question,"  laughed 
Garry. 


CHAPTER  V 

An  Unwelcome  Surpbisb 


a' 


I  might  have  known  it  was  football,' ' 
agreed  Nat.  ' i  To  me  the  outlook  seems  mighty 
rosy.  In  the  first  place,  we  start  off  with  the 
prestige  of  being  champions  of  the  League. 
We  '11  have  the  other  fellows  scared  before  the 
kick-off.  That  ought  to  count  for  something, 
and  I  think  it  will." 

"But,"  demurred  Garry,  "don't  you  think 
that's  sometimes  a  disadvantage?  Don't  you 
think  they'll  put  forth  their  best  efforts,  fight 
us  harder  than  they  will  any  other  team,  just 
for  the  satisfaction  of  downing  the  League 
champions?" 

"There's  something  in  that,"  admitted  Nat 
thoughtfully.  "Football,  like  death,  loves  a 
shining  mark,"  he  quoted  with  mock  heroics. 
"But  let  them  fight  their  hardest.  We'll  do 
our  best  to  fight  harder  still. ' ' 

"That's  the  way  to  talk,"  approved  Garry. 
"If  all  the  other  fellows  have  the  same  spirit, 
we'll  have  nothing  more  to  ask.  I'm  mighty 
sorry  that  we  lost  Fred  Burns  by  graduation. 
He  was  a  dandy  left  halfback,  a  swift  runner, 
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a  fine  punter  and  a  terror  in  bucking  the  line.  ■ ' 

"He  was  all  of  that,"  agreed  Nat,  "and  in 
addition  he  always  kept  his  head.  Knew  just 
what  to  do  when  anything  unexpected  came  up 
in  the  game.  His  place  will  be  hard  to  fill. 
There  are  a  couple  of  other  good  fellows,  too, 
that  won't  be  back  this  year." 

"Who  are  they?"  asked  Garry. 

"Jerry  McDonough  is  one,"  replied  Nat. 
"His  folks  are  going  to  Europe  for  an  extended 
tour,  and  Jerry  asked  to  go  along.  Understand 
that  his  father  was  dead  against  it  at  first,  be- 
cause he  didn't  want  Jerry  to  postpone  his 
graduation  for  a  year.  But  Jerry  put  up  such 
a  howl  and  his  mother  and  the  girls  took  his 
part,  that  finally  the  governor  caved  in,  and 
Jerry  becomes  a  globe  trotter." 

"I  don't  blame  him  for  wanting  to  go,"  re- 
marked Garry.  "I  suppose  I  would,  if  I  were 
in  his  place.  Trips  to  Europe  don't  turn  up 
every  day.  But  we  surely  will  miss  him  at  left 
guard.  There  was  no  one  better  than  he  was 
in  getting  down  the  field  under  kicks  and  run- 
ning them  back." 

"He  was  good,  all  right,"  assented  Nat. 
"Then  there's  Tom  Gilloon.  It'll  be  hard  to 
fill  his  place  at  right  tackle.  He  was  death  on 
a  runner  and  held  on  like  a  terrier  to  a  rat. 
His  family  is  moving  to  California,  and  Tom 
will  probably  fill  out  his  college  course  at  Stan- 
ford.   Bet  he  '11  get  on  the  eleven  there  without 
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trouble.     Our  loss  will  be  Stanford's  gain." 

"Any  more  bad  news?"  asked  Garry. 

"That's  all  I  know  of,"  replied  Nat,  "but 
of  course  we  may  find  that  others  are  missing 
when  we  get  to  Passmore.  We  've  a  good  scrub 
team,  and  some  of  them  will  probably  make 
good  on  the  regulars.  We  must  remember  that 
if  we  are  losing  some  good  men,  so  are  all  the 
other  teams  in  the  League.  So  in  the  long  run 
it  will  probably  even  up." 

"Yes,  and  then,  too,  we  may  have  some  good 
new  material,"  said  Garry.  "One  thing  is  cer- 
tain and  that  is,  we'll  have  a  good  many  more 
to  pick  from  than  we  did  last  year.  I  under- 
stand that  before  the  end  of  last  year,  the  office 
was  getting  more  applications  than  they  had 
had  for  several  years." 

"That's  due  to  you  more  than  to  anyone 
else,"  declared  Nat.  "You've  helped  to  get 
Passmore  on  the  map  by  the  ginger  you've  put 
into  athletics.  Things  were  so  dead  there,  that 
lots  of  people  didn't  know  there  was  such  an 
institution  as  Passmore  Tech.  They  know  it 
now,  though,  since  we  won  the  championship. ' ' 

"Now  that  we've  won  it,  it's  up  to  us  to  re- 
peat," declared  Garry. 

They  were  up  early  the  next  morning.  At 
the  station  they  found  that  Bill  and  Rooster 
had  preceded  them  and  were  chatting  merrily 
with  a  number  of  their  young  friends  who  had 
gathered  to  see  them  off. 
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Jane  and  Fanny  were  there  with  Nick,  Ted, 
Si  Eowe,  Sloppy  Hume  and  Dick  Randolph. 
Jest  and  banter  flew  back  and  forth,  as  they 
waited  for  the  train. 

All  too  soon  it  arrived  and  the  boys  piled 
aboard,  took  their  seats  and  stowed  away  their 
bags. 

" Throw  up  the  window,"  Garry  called  to 
Rooster,  who  had  the  inside  seat.  They  leaned 
far  out,  waving  as  the  train  moved  away,  until 
a  curve  in  the  road  hid  the  depot  from  sight. 

There  was  always  some  regret  involved  in 
leaving  the  dear  ones  at  home,  and  for  a  time 
the  boys  were  a  little  quieter  than  usual.  At 
their  age  it  was  not  in  nature  that  this  mood 
should  persist,  and  before  long  they  were  bub- 
bling with  high  spirits  and  looking  forward 
with  eagerness  to  the  resumption  of  their  col- 
lege course. 

It  would  be  gratifying  to  state  that  this  was 
due  entirely  to  their  enthusiasm  for  the  higher 
learning.  Truth  compels  the  statement  that 
at  the  moment  they  were  far  more  interested 
in  what  the  Autumn  might  bring  forth  in  the 
way  of  football. 

Not  that  they  were  lax  or  indifferent  to  their 
studies.  Quite  the  contrary.  Garry  was  a  bril- 
liant student  and  stood  at  the  head  of  his 
classes,  and  Bill  and  Rooster,  though  not  up  to 
his  standard,  still  had  excellent  marks,  much 
better  than  the  average. 
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After  all,  no  matter  how  much  they  realized 
its  value,  study  was  work.  Football  was  play, 
and  they  were  all  firm  believers  in  the  adage 
that  "all  work  and  no  play  makes  Jack  a 
dull  boy." 

Now,  with  the  full  tide  of  youth  flowing 
through  their  veins,  they  were  fairly  tingling 
for  the  touch  of  the  pigskin,  for  the  thrill  of 
the  game,  for  the  struggle  for  mastery,  for  the 
roar  of  the  stands  as  some  particularly  brilliant 
play  brought  the  crowd  to  their  feet  and  set 
them  howling  like  maniacs. 

"Have  you  heard  anything  about  the  work 
of  the  schedule  committee  1 ' '  asked  Garry  of 
Nat.  "I  understood  that  they  were  to  have 
their  annual  meeting  in  August." 

"So  they  did,"  answered  Nat.  "They  met 
about  the  twentieth  of  last  month  and  fixed  up 
everything  for  the  Fall  football  season." 

"What's  the  order  of  play!"  asked  Eooster. 
"I  suppose  we'll  have  Franklin  for  the  final 
game  on  the  last  playing  day,  just  as  we  did 
last  year." 

"Not  this  time,"  replied  Nat.  "Franklin  is 
the  second  team  we'll  have  to  tackle." 

"I'd  rather  have  it  a  little  later,"  remarked 
Bill.  "I  figure  that  Franklin  will  be  the  tough- 
est nut  we'll  have  to  crack,  and  I'd  like  to  be 
well  along  in  the  season,  so  that  we'll  be  at  the 
top  of  our  form." 

"Well,  if  we're  hardly  in  our  best  shape,  the 
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same  will  be  true  of  them,"  Garry  reminded 
him  quickly. 

" Who's  going  to  be  our  first  victim?"  asked 
Rooster. 

"Isn't  that  taking  a  lot  for  granted?" 
grinned  Nat.  ' '  Perhaps  they  '11  have  something 
to  say  about  who 's  going  to  be  the  goat.  Let 's 
see,  here's  the  order  in  which  they  come, 
Haven,  Franklin,  Eoxbury,  Nelson  and 
Maltby." 

"Haven  first,  eh?"  observed  Rooster.  "We 
licked  them  thirteen  to  nothing  last  year." 

"Yes,  but  they  put  up  a  whale  of  a  fight," 
put  in  Bill.  "They  kept  us  on  our  toes  all 
through  the  game." 

"We  mustn't  think  that  any  of  the  teams 
will  be  easy  meat, ' '  warned  Garry.  ' '  The  team 
that  was  a  dud  last  season  may  be  a  wow  this 
year.  You  can't  take  anything  for  granted  in 
football." 

"No,"  agreed  Nat,  "and  that's  what  makes 
it  so  exciting.  Who'd  have  figured  at  the  be- 
ginning of  last  season  that  we  had  a  China- 
man's chance?  Nobody.  Yet  we  came  out  on 
the  top  of  the  heap." 

All  through  the  hours  of  the  journey,  foot- 
ball continued  to  be  the  topic  of  discussion  to 
the  exclusion  of  almost  everything  else,  and 
before  they  realized  it,  they  were  at  their  sta- 
tion. 

"Locustville!      All    out    for    Locustville ! ' 9 
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bawled  the  trainman,  and  there  was  an  instant 
scurrying  about  and  gathering  up  of  suitcases 
and  other  belongings. 

Their  appearance  on  the  platform  was  a  sig- 
nal for  a  howl  of  welcome  from  a  score  of 
throats,  and  eager  hands  reached  out  to  grasp 
their  own,  as  the  boys  came  down  the  steps. 

If  there  had  been  any  doubt  of  the  way  Garry 
and  his  chums  stood  with  their  college  mates, 
it  would  have  been  dissipated  by  the  way  they 
were  hauled  about  and  pounded  in  uproarious 
demonstrations  of  pleasure  at  their  coming. 

There  was  good  old  Joe  Burnaby  and  Pete 
Markham  and  Ernest  Peel  of  last  year's  foot- 
ball team  and  a  host  of  others  at  the  station, 
which  for  a  while  was  a  miniature  Bedlam. 

"Hail,  hail,  the  gang's  all  here!"  shouted 
Pete,  and  similar  expressions  arose  on  every 
side. 

"Gee,  what  a  difference  from  the  first  time 
we  pulled  into  this  old  burg!"  grinned  Rooster 
happily.  "Then  this  station  was  as  quiet  as  a 
Quaker  meeting.  No  pep,  no  noise,  no  snap,  no 
life,  no  any  thing.' ' 

"Yes,  and  what  made  it  that  way?"  replied 
Bill.  "Just  the  lack  of  athletics.  Nothing  to 
put  ginger  into  the  boys.  They  were  stagnat- 
ing. Look  at  them  now.  There 's  nothing  stag- 
nant about  this  crowd.  They're  on  their  hind 
legs  and  rarin'  to  go." 

"Naturally  they  wouldn't  be  on  their  fore 
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legs,  since  those  important  limbs  are  missing," 
grinned  Garry.  "Now" — he  dodged  the  pass 
that  Bill  made  at  him — "let's  get  our  duds  and 
pile  into  one  of  these  taxis  and  make  for  the 
college.  I'm  eager  to  get  a  squint  at  the  old 
place." 

They  were  driven  at  a  smart  pace  through 
the  town  of  Locustville — a  pleasant  place  of 
stately  elms  and  verdant  lawns  and  well  kept 
homes — and  then  out  on  the  State  road  that  led 
to  Passmore  Tech. 

A  thrill  of  affection  ran  through  them  as  they 
caught  sight  of  the  handsome  and  massive 
group  of  buildings  with  which  they  already  had 
so  many  fond  associations. 

These  structures  stood  on  high  ground,  that 
helped  to  enhance  the  impression  of  stateliness 
which  had  been  originally  imparted  by  their 
dignified  and  beautiful  style  of  architecture. 
Halls  and  laboratories  and  dormitories  had  all 
been  built  in  harmony  with  one  general  scheme 
and  were  equipped  with  up-to-date  appliances. 
The  campus  was  spacious,  sweeping  down  to 
the  road  in  front  and  extending  to  the  athletic 
grounds  some  distance  in  the  rear. 

It  was  a  college  to  be  proud  of,  and  the  hearts 
of  the  boys  swelled  with  pleasure  at  renewing 
their  acquaintance  with  their  Alma  Mater. 

They  visited  the  office  of  the  dean,  Dr. 
Rogers,  to  report  their  arrival  and  receive 
their  schedule  of  hours  for  classes.    Then  they 
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went  to  their  room,  the  same  that  they  had  oc- 
cupied the  previous  year. 

It  was  a  very  spacious  and  pleasant  one  with 
an  alcove,  a  lavatory,  and  comfortably  fur- 
nished with  three  single  beds,  a  dresser  for 
each  boy,  a  drop  leaf  table,  a  writing  desk  and 
a  half  dozen  chairs.  There  were  two  broad 
windows  that  looked  out  directly  upon  the  ath- 
letic fields  and  commanded  a  wide  sweep  o£ 
the  surrounding  country. 

"Look  here,  fellows/'  exclaimed  Rooster,  as^ 
he  gazed  out  of  one  of  the  windows.  "Just 
take  a  squint  at  the  football  field.  Do  you 
notice  any  difference  from  last  year! " 

"I  should  say  so,"  chuckled  Garry,  as  he 
noted  a  score  or  more  of  students  kicking  foot- 
balls around  the  gridiron.  "The  first  time  we 
saw  it  a  year  ago  there  wasn't  a  player  on  it. 
Gee,  look  at  that  ball  go  whizzing  down  the 
field!    That  was  a  kick  for  keeps." 

"Makes  me  hungry  to  get  down  there  among 
them,"  declared  Bill.  "Come  along,  fellows, 
and  get  these  trunks  unpacked.  Perhaps  we 
can  get  in  a  little  practice  before  the  gong  rings 
for  dinner." 

"Don't  let's  be  too  particular,"  counseled 
Rooster.  "Just  pile  the  things  into  the  draw- 
ers any  old  way.  We  can  fix  them  up  later, 
when  it's  too  dark  for  football." 

They  did  "pile"  them  in  a  way  that  would 
have  made  their  mothers  hold  up  their  hands 
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in  horror,  and  hastened  down  the  stairs  three 
steps  at  a  time,  Garry  carrying  an  old  prac- 
tice football  that  had  seen  much  hard  service 
since  their  advent  at  Passmore  Tech. 

In  the  hall  on  the  main  floor  they  ran  across 
Pete  Markham. 

"What,  already Vy  he  cried,  as  his  eyes  fell 
on  the  pigskin.  ' '  The  ruling  passion,  eh!  Well, 
it's  hard  to  teach  an  old  dog  new  tricks.  It 
pains  me,  though,  young  gentlemen,"  he  went 
on  in  a  professorial  tone,  "to  see  that  instead 
of  carrying  books,  which  have  been  described 
so  beautifully  as  the  life  blood  of  a  master 
spirit,  you  are  carrying  a  frivolous  object  of 
sport  which  I  believe  is  called  a  football.  To 
adopt  the  regrettable  slang  of  the  day,  I  behold 
before  me  roughnecks  where  I  had  hoped  to  see 
highbrows.  I  am  grievously  disappointed 
and " 

He  ducked,  just  missing  the  ball  that  Garry 
hurled  at  him. 

1  i  Stop  your  lecture  and  come  along, ' '  admon- 
ished Bill.  "We're  going  to  get  in  a  bit  of 
practice  before  dinner." 

The  laughing  group  had  barely  descended  the 
outside  steps  when  Booster  stopped  with  a 
sharp  exclamation. 

"For  the  love  of  Pete!"  he  snorted.  "See 
who's  here!" 

They  looked  and  their  jaws  dropped. 

Coming  toward  them  was  Jack  Spinkler! 


CHAPTER  VI 

Getting  into  Habness 

The  boys  looked  at  each  other  in  bewilder- 
ment blended  with  consternation. 

"What  the  mischief  does  it  mean!"  queried 
Garry.  "I  thought  that  fellow  was  at  Mor- 
gan again  this  year." 

"It  can't  be  that  he's  enrolled  as  a  student 
at  Passmore  Tech,  can  it?"  groaned  Bill. 

"This  is  surely  our  unlucky  day,"  growled 
Eooster. 

"You  seem  to  know  this  fellow  with  the 
flashy  clothes,"  observed  Pete  curiously. 
"Who  is  he?" 

"His  name  is  Spinkler,"  explained  Garry. 
"Met  him  during  our  vacation  at  Bass  Lake. 
He  had  a  mixup  with  a  friend  of  ours,  Nick 
Danter,  and  Nick  handed  him  a  beautiful 
licking. ' ' 

"We'd  hoped  we'd  seen  the  last  of  him,"  put 
in  Rooster.  "I'm  hoping  yet  that  this  is  a  bad 
dream. ' ' 

"A  rather  substantial  dream,"  laughed  Pete. 
"Weighs  a  hundred  and  eighty,  if  he  weighs  an 
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"See  the  fellows  he's  with,"  said  Bill  dis- 
gustedly.   "Joe  Eoper  and  Toodle  Swink!" 

"Birds  of  a  feather  flock  together,"  grunted 
Rooster.  "He  ought  to  feel  at  home  in  such 
company. ' ' 

Spinkler  had  in  turn  caught  sight  of  Garry 
and  his  friends.  He  started  as  he  recognized 
them,  and  seemed  inclined  at  first  to  pass  with- 
out speaking. 

On  second  thought,  however,  he  decided  to 
brazen  it  out.  Doubtless  he  figured  that  he 
would  have  to  meet  them  anyway,  and  might 
as  well  get  it  over  with. 

He  came  up  to  them  with  rather  a  forced 
smile  on  his  face. 

"Hello,  you  fellows,"  he  said  with  a  pre- 
tense of  cordiality.  "Just  get  in?  You  see  I 
beat  you  to  it." 

"Didn't  expect  to  see  you  here,"  said  Garry. 
"I  understood  you  were  a  student  at  Morgan." 

"I  was,"  returned  Spinkler,  "but  my  father 
is  a  graduate  of  Passmore  and  he  got  the  idea 
that  he'd  like  to  have  me  finish  up  here.  The 
good  old  Alma  Mater  stuff  and  all  that  bunk, 
you  know.  I  kicked  like  a  steer,  because,  if  I 
had  to  change  from  Morgan  to  a  technical  col- 
lege, I  wanted  to  go  to  a  really  good  one  like 
Franklin  Tech." 

His  booming  voice  carried  the  ungracious 
speech  beyond  the  confines  of  the  little  group, 
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and  other  students  passing  by  stopped  to  listen, 
regarding  him  curiously. 

A  slow  flush  passed  over  Garry's  face. 

"A  really  good  one  like  Franklin  Tech,"  he 
repeated.  "Do  you  mean  that  Passmore  Tech 
is  not  a  really  good  one?" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  it  will  pass  in  a  crowd  by 
shoving,"  answered  Spinkler,  "but  I  don't 
think  it's  in  the  same  class  with  Franklin." 

"Don't  you  know  that  the  standards  of  Pass- 
more  are  the  highest  in  the  State  ? ' '  put  in  Bill 
hotly. 

"Perhaps  it  isn't  too  late  yet  for  you  to  make 
a  change,"  suggested  Pete  sarcastically.  "Of 
course,  we  'd  be  sorry  to  lose  you,  but  we  'd  try 
to  bear  up." 

"You're  a  real  asset  to  the  college,"  ob- 
served Bill,  his  fists  clenching  involuntarily. 

"Like  something  out  of  a  prize  package," 
growled  Booster.  "I  thought  that  Nick  Dan- 
ter  had  done  a  complete  job,  but  it  seems 
there's  something  left  to  do." 

He  took  a  step  forward,  but  Garry  laid  a 
restraining  hand  on  his  arm. 

"Easy  there,  Booster,"  he  murmured  in  an 
undertone.  "We  don't  want  to  get  into  a  scrap 
on  the  first  day  of  the  term." 

Booster  subsided,  but  it  cost  him  an  effort. 

"There's  no  use  of  you  fellows  getting  mad 
just  because  I  speak  what's  in  my  mind,"  ex- 
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'postulated  Sp inkier,  alarmed  at  the  reaction 
to  his  words. 

"If  yon  have  anything  else  of  that  kind  in 
your  mind,  I'd  advise  yon  to  keep  it  there," 
said  Garry.  "It  doesn't  sound  very  well  to 
have  a  man  pan  his  own  college.  He's  sup- 
posed to  stand  up  for  it  through  thick  and  thin. 
Come  along,  fellows,"  he  said  to  his  friends, 
"  or  we  won 't  have  a  chance  to  get  in  any  prac- 
tice before  dinner  time." 

They  followed  him  down  to  the  football  oval, 
while  Spinkler  returned  to  Joe  Roper  and 
Toodle  Swink,  who  were  waiting  for  him  at  a 
little  distance. 

Eooster  was  raging,  while  Bill  was  fairly 
purple  with  the  effort  to  repress  his  anger. 

"You  ought  to  have  let  me  punch  him, 
Garry,"  Rooster  reproached  his  friend. 

"And  let  you  get  hauled  up  before  the  team 
for  fighting  on  the  campus?"  rejoined  Garry. 
"Not  on  your  life!  The  fellow  wasn't  worth 
it,  Rooster." 

"He's  a  fake,"  pronounced  Pete.  "I  guess 
Morgan  was  glad  to  get  rid  of  him.  It's  hard 
luck  to  have  him  wished  on  Passmore  Tech, 
What  have  we  done  to  deserve  it  ? " 

"He's  a  flat  tire,"  declared  Bill.  "We  had 
a  chance  to  size  him  up  when  we  were  at  Bass 
Lake, ' '  and  he  went  on  to  narrate  the  affair  of 
the  canoe  and  motorboat. 

"You   say  he's   Joe   Roper's   cousin?"  re- 
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marked  Pete,  when  Bill  had  finished.  i i  He  has 
the  family  traits.  There  must  be  something  in 
the  blood." 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  football 
field. 

"He  certainly  leaves  a  bad  taste  in  the 
month,' '  averred  Garry,  "but  here's  something 
that  will  take  it  out.  Get  down  the  field  after 
this,  you  fellows. ' '  With  a  mighty  kick  he  sent 
the  football  whizzing  down  the  gridiron. 

His  mates  were  after  it  like  a  flash,  and  for 
the  next  twenty  minutes  they  sent  the  ball  to 
and  fro,  all  unpleasant  incidents  forgotten  in 
the  delight  of  their  favorite  game. 

"This  is  the  life  !"  chortled  Garry  as,  flushed 
and  radiant,  they  were  forced  at  last  to  relin- 
quish their  sport  and  go  to  their  room  to  wash 
and  brush  up  for  dinner. 

"Gee,  I  can't  wait  to  get  into  the  regular 
game, ' '  exclaimed  Bill.  ' '  I  wonder  how  long  it 
will  be  before  the  coach  posts  the  notice  on  the 
bulletin  board. ' ' 

"'Not  long,  I  hope,"  replied  Garry.  "Todd 
Eodney  isn't  one  to  let  any  grass  grow  under 
his  feet.  By  the  way,  I  suppose  he's  here, 
Pete?" 

"I  saw  him  yesterday,"  replied  Pete.  "Had 
a  little  confab  with  him.  He's  looking  great 
after  his  vacation.  He's  sure  feeling  good 
about  the  football  prospects  for  Passmore  this 
season." 
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"He  lias  a  right  to  feel  good,"  affirmed 
Garry.  "It's  a  feather  in  his  cap  to  have  taken 
a  tail-ender  and  made  it  win  a  championship 
the  very  first  season  he  handled  it." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Pete,  "and  at  the  same  time 
it^puts  him  nnder  bonds  to  keep  it  np.  He's 
set  a  high  mark  and  he  mustn't  fall  below  it. 
You  can  bet  he'll  drive  us  hard  this  year." 

"The  harder  the  better,"  declared  Garry. 
"Here  we  are  talking  of  the  way  he's  going  to 
drive  us,  when  we  don't  know  for  certain  that 
we'll  be  on  the  team  at  all." 

"That  goes  for  us,  perhaps,  but  not  for  you," 
said  Bill. 

"Swell  chance  you  have  of  being  left  off  the 
team,"  laughed  Booster  derisively.  "A  Pass- 
more  team  without  Garry  Grayson  on  it  would 
be  like  an  omelet  without  eggs. ' ' 

"One  blast  upon  his  bugle  horn  is  worth  ten 
thousand  men,"  declaimed  Pete  theatrically, 
striking  an  attitude.  "Honestly,  Garry, 
E-ooster  is  right.  It  was  your  work  last  year 
that  kept  the  team  right  up  to  fighting  pitch. 
It's  that  never-say-die  spirit  of  yours  that  ac- 
counted for  most  of  our  victories  last  year." 

"How  about  the  new  material!"  asked 
Garry.  "Have  you  seen  any  of  the  new  men 
that  seemed  to  have  the  football  stuff  in  them, 
Pete?" 

"Not  to  speak  of,"  replied  Pete,  "but  of 
course  I  haven't  had  much  of  a  chance  to  size 
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them  up  yet.  I've  seen  several  husky  fellows 
with  plenty  of  muscle,  if  muscle  were  the  only 
thing  needed.  There's  one  fellow,  Astor,  who 
comes  from  Wilson  Prep,  that  captained  their 
football  team  last  year  and  who  is  said  to  be 
a  whiz.  If  he 's  really  big  league  stuff,  you  can 
be  sure  that  Rodney  will  find  it  out.  He  has  the 
eye  of  a  hawk  for  talent." 

It  was  a  noisy  crowd  that  gathered  at  the 
dinner  table  that  night,  for  the  lads  were  full 
of  their  vacation  experiences  and  the  room  was 
buzzing  like  a  hive  of  bees. 

Fine,  manly  young  fellows  they  were,  full  of 
zest  and  zip,  fun  and  laughter,  beneath  which 
ran  a  strong  current  of  earnestness  and  am- 
bition, splendid  specimens  of  young  American 
manhood. 

Of  course  there  were  exceptions.  Passmore 
Tech,  like  every  other  college,  had  a  certain 
number  of  the  more  or  less  worthless  element, 
some  of  them  fast  and  dissipated,  given  to 
drinking  and  gambling,  others  lazy  and  shirk- 
ing, still  others  mean  and  malicious.  These 
naturally  gravitated  toward  each  other  and 
formed  little  cliques  that  were  shunned  by  the 
decent  fellows,  and  that  furnished  a  problem 
to  the  faculty. 

Chief  among  these  were  Joe  Eoper  and 
Toodle  Swink,  who  had  been  thorns  in  the  side 
of  Garry  and  his  friends  all  through  the 
previous  year.     Moved  by  envy  of  the  popu- 
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larity  of  the  Lenox  boys,  they  had  done  every- 
thing they  could  to  down  them.  It  is  true  that 
all  their  schemes  had  ended  in  failure,  but  that 
had  not  deterred  them  from  trying  others. 

Roper  and  Swink  with  their  cronies  and  with 
Spinkler  as  a  new  recruit,  were  seated  at  a 
table  a  little  way  off  from  that  of  Garry  and 
his  mates,  and  from  time  to  time  cast  toward 
them  looks  fraught  with  sullenness  and  antip- 
athy. The  royal  reception  tendered  to  Garry, 
the  affectionate  interest  that  his  companions 
showed  in  him,  the  way  they  hung  upon  his 
words  were  unpleasant  sights  to  Roper  and  his 
gang. 

1 '  The  big  four-flusher ! ' '  growled  Roper  in  an 
undertone  to  his  associates.  "Thinks  he's  the 
whole  cheese!  Look  at  the  way  that  bunch 
cottons  to  him,  as  though  he  were  a  little  tin 
god  on  wheels.' ' 

"Just  as  chesty  as  ever,"  grumbled  Swink. 
"See  the  way  he  called  Jack  down  this  after- 
noon? Just  because  Jack  expressed  his  honest 
opinion  about  Passmore!" 

"Things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass,  if  a 
fellow  can 't  say  what  he  feels, ' '  put  in  ' i  Pudge ' ' 
Allen,  another  of  the  group.  "Yet  they  say 
this  is  a  country  of  free  speech !" 

"I  felt  like  punching  him,"  declared  Spink- 
ler, throwing  out  his  chest,  "but  of  course  his 
crowd  was  with  him  and  I  thought  I'd  wait 
until  I  could  get  him  alone." 
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"We-e-11,"  remarked  Roper  a  little  dubi- 
ously, as  lie  remembered  the  thrashing  he  had 
received  from  Garry  on  a  previous  occasion, 
"I  don't  know  that  I'd  do  that.  There  are 
other  ways  of  getting  even  with  him,  and  we  11 
think  some  of  them  up  before  the  season's  much 
older.9' 

"Look  at  the  glances  those  guys  are  casting 
over  this  way,"  remarked  Rooster,  as  he 
nudged  Bill,  who  sat  beside  him.  "If  looks 
could  kill,  we'd  be  dead  right  now." 

"The  same  old  crowd,"  returned  Bill.  "I 
suppose  they'll  be  the  same  kind  of  poison  that 
they  were  last  year.  The  tiger  can't  change 
his  spots." 

"Since  when  have  tigers  had  spots?" 
grinned  Rooster. 


CHAPTER  VII 

A  Royal  Greeting 

"Oh,  well,"  returned  Bill,  "make  it  the 
leopard,  then.  What  are  a  few  spots  between 
friends?" 

"You  fellows  discussing  natural  history?" 
put  in  Garry. 

"We've  gotten  as  far  as  the  tigers  and 
leopards,"  laughed  Rooster,  "but  there  isn't 
much  fitness  after  all  in  comparing  them  with 
Roper  and  his  gang.  Yellow  dogs  would  be 
better. ' ' 

"We  mustn't  be  too  hard  on  those  fellows," 
said  Garry  generously.  "The  faculty  brought 
them  up  with  a  round  turn  last  year,  especially 
Roper,  and  maybe  they've  turned  over  a  new 
leaf." 

"It's  nice  to  have  such  a  hopeful  disposi- 
tion," murmured  Bill  unbelievingly. 

Coming  over  the  campus  after  class  the  next 
morning,  the  three  friends  ran  across  Todd 
Rodney,  the  coach. 

He  greeted  them  cordially,  and  they  in  turn 
Were  quite  as  glad  to  meet  him. 

"You  lads  look  as  though  your  vacation  had 
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agreed  with  yon,"  lie  said  with  a  smile,  as  he 
shook  hands.  "Bronzed  as  Indians  and  hardly 
a  ponnd  of  superfluous  fat  on  yon.  Eeady 
again  to  take  np  the  white  man's  burden  at 
football V7  he  asked  jokingly. 

"Only  aching  to  get  the  chance,''  replied 
Garry,  and  his  chums  nodded  vigorous  assent. 

"You'll  have  chance  enough,"  replied  Rod- 
ney. "From  all  the  signs,  we'll  have  to  fight 
every  inch  of  the  way  this  season.  It  isn't 
going  to  be  any  walkover." 

"Heard  anything  about  the  other  teams  in 
the  league?"  asked  Garry. 

"I've  had  my  ear  to  the  ground  a  bit,"  was 
the  answer,  "and  from  what  I've  gathered, 
most  of  the  teams  are  going  to  be  stronger 
than  they  were  last  season.  They've  a  raft  of 
good  material  coming  up  from  the  Preps. ' ' 

"I  suppose  Franklin  will  be  the  toughest 
eleven  we'll  have  to  tackle,  just  as  it  was  last 
year,"  observed  Bill. 

"It'll  be  strong,"  replied  Rodney  thought- 
fully, "and  they'll  be  boiling  for  revenge  for 
that  game  we  snatched  from  them  in  the  last 
minute  of  play.  We'll  have  to  keep  our  eyes 
open  for  Nelson  and  Maltby.  They'll  be  warm 
babies  this  year,  I  imagine.  For  that  matter, 
we  can't  take  any  of  the  teams  lightly.  They'll 
all  be  out  for  our  blood  just  because  we're  the 
champions,  and  they'll  work  like  Apaches  to 
get  our  scalps." 
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"At  any  rate,  well  have  an  earlier  start  than 
we  did  last  year,"  commented  Garry.  "They 
were  well  along  with  their  practice  before  we  'd 
fairly  begun." 

"Right  enough,"  assented  Rodney,  "and 
that'll  be  a  big  point  in  onr  favor.  But  the 
biggest  point  of  all  will  be  the  attitude  of  the 
faculty.  Last  year  they  were  dubious  and  un- 
certain about  football.  This  year  they're  ready 
to  back  us  to  the  limit." 

"I  guess  the  big  registration  this  year  has 
given  them  an  eye-opener,"  Rooster  chuckled. 

"Undoubtedly,"  smiled  Rodney.  "There's 
nothing  so  convincing  as  figures.  Last  year 
the  college  was  stagnant.  This  year  it's  boom- 
ing. "What's  the  answer?  Give  you  three 
guesses." 

Football!"  they  cried  in  chorus. 
Bright  lads,"  laughed  the  coach.    "Go  up 
to  the  head  of  the  class.    Well,  I  must  be  get- 
ting along.     Mighty  glad  you  all  came  back. 
Keep  your  eyes  on  the  bulletin  board." 

He  swung  away  with  the  easy  grace  of  an 
athlete,  and  the  boys  looked  after  him  admir- 
ingly. 

"We  surely  made  a  ten  strike  when  we  got 
him  for  our  coach,"  declared  Garry,  and  his 
chums  agreed  with  him  emphatically. 

"I  wonder  whether  we  oughtn't  to  drop  in 
and  see  Dr.  Root,"  said  Rooster,  as  they  walked 
along.    "Just  to  pay  our  respects,  you  know." 
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"Why  this  sudden  regard  for  college  eti- 
quette ?"  grinned  Garry. 

"Just  to  pay  our  respects,"  jeered  Bill. 
"Just  to  get  a  glimpse  of  Euth  and  Cora  Root, 
you  old  hypocrite." 

"Of  course,  it  wouldn't  hurt  if  they  hap- 
pened to  be  there,"  admitted  Rooster.  "They're 
mighty  restful  to  the  eyes. ' ' 

"Talk  of  the  angels  and  they're  sure  to  ap- 
pear!" said  Garry.    "Here  they  come  now." 

They  hastened  forward  to  meet  two  ex- 
tremely pretty  girls,  who  smiled  a  welcome  as 
they  approached. 

"All  hail,  gridiron  heroes!"  exclaimed  Ruth, 
the  younger  and  more  impulsive  of  the  two. 
"We  were  wondering  whether  you  had  gotten 
back." 

"Don't  make  them  more  conceited  than  they 
are,  Ruth,"  expostulated  Cora,  "by  admitting 
that  they  entered  your  thoughts  at  all.  They're 
vain  enough  already." 

"How  is  it  that  the  prettiest  girls  are  always 
the  most  cruel?"  Garry  appealed  to  high 
heaven. 

"If  you  only  knew  how  often  we've  thought 
of  you  during  vacation,"  declared  Bill  re- 
proachfully. 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,  you're  the  chief  reasons 
why  we  came  back  this  year,"  stated  Rooster. 

"What  prevaricators  men  are!"  murmured 
Ruth. 
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" There  you  go  flattering  them  again,' '  re- 
proved Cora.  "Men?  Why,  they're  scarcely 
ont  of  knickerbockers. ' ' 

"Why  not  leave  us  some  of  our  fond  de- 
lusions?" reproached  Garry.  "At  least  you 
must  admit  we're  growing." 

"Yes,  from  the  neck  down,"  mocked  Cora. 

"Well,  isn't  that  an  admission  that  we 
haven't  swell  heads?"  said  Rooster.  "Gee, 
fellows,  she's  paid  us  a  compliment  without 
meaning  to!  The  truth  will  slip  out  some- 
times. ' ' 

Cora  made  a  face  at  him. 

"Been  rescuing  any  more  girls  from  a  watery 
grave?"  she  asked,  referring  to  an  incident  of 
the  previous  year  when  Garry  had  pulled  Ruth 
from  the  river. 

"Garry  has,"  put  in  Rooster,  and  went  on 
to  narrate  the  canoe  happening  at  Bass  Lake. 

"And  I  thinking  I  was  the  only  one!"  she 
mourned.  "I'm  jealous.  My  heart  is  break- 
ing at  the  thought  of  it." 

"Never  mind,"  comforted  Garry.  "The 
next  time  we  meet  in  town,  I'll  buy  you  an  ice- 
cream soda.  There's  nothing  better  than  that 
for  a  broken  heart." 

"Nor  cheaper,"  chaffed  Bill. 

"How's  the  radio  working  over  at  your 
house?"  asked  Rooster. 

"Fine,"  replied  Ruth,  dimpling.  "Why  the 
interest,  may  I  ask?" 
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"Oh,  I  thought  it  might  need  fixing,"  replied 
Booster.  "I'm  a  dandy  fixer.  Anything  con- 
nected with  the  air  finds  me  right  there." 

"Especially  hot  air,"  explained  Garry  help- 
fully.   "He's  a  specialist  in  that  line." 

Cora  laughed. 

"I  think  you  all  are,"  she  declared.  "Why 
don't  you  come  right  out  and  ask  for  an  invita- 
tion?" 

"We're  too  bashful,"  said  Rooster. 

"And  too  unworthy,"  mourned  Bill. 

"There  are  some  things  too  much  to  hope 
for,"  put  in  Garry,  beating  his  breast  in  grief. 

"Well,  now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  the  radio 
isn't  working  just  as  it  ought  to,"  said  Cora 
thoughtfully.    "What  do  you  think,  Ruth?" 

"I  noticed  that  there  wasn't  a  very  clear  re- 
ception for  the  dance  music,"  replied  Ruth. 

"I  suspected  that,"  said  Rooster  eagerly. 
"I  have  a  sort  of  second  sight  in  those  matters. 
The  radio  is  a  very  sensitive  thing.  To  get 
dance  music  just  right,  the  rugs  have  to  be 
rolled  up  so  as  to  practice  the  steps,  while  the 
music's  coming  over.  Even  then  it's  necessary 
to  take  a  good  many  steps  before  you're  sure 
it's  just  right.  You  just  leave  it  to  papa.  I'll 
fix  it  right." 

"Bill  and  I  will  help  you,"  volunteered 
Garry.  "Two  heads  are  better  than  one — 
especially  such  a  one  as  Rooster  carries.  It's 
settled  then,  is  it,  girls?" 
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"I  guess  perhaps  we'd  better,  Ruth,"  said 
Cora.  "We  oughtn't  to  overlook  a  chance  to 
get  the  radio  fixed  up  free.    "What  do  you  say*?" 

"I  suppose  it  will  be  all  right,"  assented 
Ruth,  "though  of  course  it's  a  nuisance  to  have 
mechanics  bothering  about  the  house." 

"We'll  try  to  make  as  little  trouble  as  pos- 
sible," promised  Garry  meekly.  "You'll  set 
the  earliest  date  possible,  won't  you?  Radio 
trouble  oughtn't  to  be  neglected  too  long." 

"I  suppose  not,"  acquiesced  Cora.  "Well 
then,  how  about  tomorrow  night?" 

The  boys  approved  of  this  vociferously. 

A  little  more  chaff  and  nonsense,  and  the 
laughing  groups  separated. 

"Jolly  girls,  aren't  they?"  remarked  Garry, 
as  he  and  his  chums  pursued  their  way  to  their 
room. 

"They  surely  are,"  agreed  Rooster. 

"Pretty  as  pictures,"  was  Bill's  tribute. 
"They  certainly  brighten  the  corner  where 
they  are." 

Every  time  they  passed  the  bulletin  board  in 
the  hall  of  the  college,  their  eyes  scanned  it 
eagerly  for  the  summons  of  the  football  coach. 
To  their  impatient  minds  it  seemed  to  be  an  un- 
conscionably long  time  in  putting  in  an  appear- 
ance. 

"Fellow  lost  a  wrist  watch,"  muttered  Bill 
disgustedly,  as  he  looked  at  the  lone  notice 
posted  on  the  board.     "Well,  what  if  he  has? 
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Let  him  get  another.  Ten  to  one,  like  most 
wrist  watches,  it  wasn't  keeping  time,  any- 
way, so  what's  the  difference f" 

The  next  morning  brought  relief.  There  on 
the  board  was  the  coach's  call  for  all  the 
students  interested  in  football,  whether  they  ex- 
pected to  play  or  not,  to  gather  in  the  gym- 
nasium that  afternoon  after  the  end  of  classes. 

" Shall  we  go?"  cried  Garry  exultantly,  as 
he  slapped  Bill  on  the  shoulder. 

'  '  And  how ! ' '  exclaimed  Bill. 

"Why  don't  they  cut  out  the  classes  alto- 
gether on  a  day  like  this?"  grumbled  Eooster. 

"In  other  words,  if  football  interferes  with 
studies,  give  up  studies,"  laughed  Garry.  "I'm 
afraid  your  ideas  are  a  little  too  far  advanced, 
old  boy.  The  faculty  may  be  looking  on  foot- 
ball more  favorably  than  they  did,  but  they 
haven't  gotten  quite  so  far  as  that." 

The  hours  seemed  to  pass  very  slowly  that 
day,  but  the  last  class  was  finally  over,  and  the 
boys  with  a  whoop  threw  aside  their  books  and 
hastened  to  the  gym. 

The  room  was  crowded  with  a  moiling,  noisy 
lot  of  boys  and  it  seemed  as  though  the  whole 
college  had  turned  out.  Enthusiasm  was  at 
fever  heat. 

"What  a  difference  from  last  year!"  ex- 
claimed Garry  happily,  as  he  and  his  chums 
found  their  places.  "The  boys  are  just  bub- 
bling over  with  excitement. ' ' 
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"Not  all  of  them,"  replied  Booster,  indicat- 
ing a  corner  where  Joe  Roper,  Toodle  Swink, 
Pudge  Allen  and  Jack  Spinkler  with  others  of 
their  cronies  were  seated,  looking  rather  bored, 
supercilious  expressions  on  their  faces. 

"The  traitors'  bench !"  growled  Bill.  "The 
whole  bunch  of  them  are  rooting,  that  Pass- 
more  will  get  licked.  You  know  they  were  bet- 
ting against  us  all  last  year." 

"And  lost  a  pile  of  coin,  that's  one  com- 
fort," said  Garry  grimly. 

"That  hasn't  taught  them  anything,"  averred 
Rooster.  "They'll  probably  do  the  same  thing 
over  again  this  year.  The  wish  will  be  father 
to  the  thought." 

The  coach  entered  and  a  great  shout  arose. 
The  crowd  was  on  its  feet  in  an  instant. 

"Three  cheers  for  the  greatest  coach  Pass- 
more  Tech  ever  had!"  yelled  Rooster. 

There  followed  a  tremendous  roar  that  al- 
most shook  the  building. 

"And  a  tiger!"  Pete  Markham  demanded. 

Again  there  was  a  thunderous  cheer. 

Rodney  would  not  have  been  human,  if  he 
had  not  been  stirred  by  the  tribute.  His  face 
was  flushed  as  he  reached-  the  platform  and 
turned  to  face  them. 

He  raised  his  hand  for  silence  and  the  noise 
subsided.  In  the  quiet  that  followed  one  could 
almost  have  heard  a  pin  drop. 


CHAPTER  VIII 
Picking  the  Team 

"It's  mighty  good  of  you  fellows,"  the  coach 
began  with  a  smile,  "to  give  me  such  a  hearty 
reception.  It  warms  the  cockles  of  my  heart. 
I  don't  know  exactly  what  the  cockles  of  my 
heart  are,  but  it  warms  them  just  the  same." 

There  was  a  laugh  at  this,  and  the  coach 
continued : 

"I'm  not  conceited  enough  to  believe  that 
this  was  meant  for  me  alone.  I  couldn't  have 
done  anything,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  team 
behind  me.  I  prefer  to  think  that  you  had 
them  in  mind,  also,  when  you  raised  the  roof 
just  now.  Anyway,  just  to  make  sure,  let's 
give  three  cheers  now  for  the  team  that  brought 
the  championship  to  Passmore  Tech." 

Again  a  mighty  cheer  went  up  that  was  re- 
peated again  and  again,  until  it  seemed  that  it 
would  never  stop. 

"That's    the  way,"    approved    the    coach, 
when  at  last  he   could  be  heard.     "There's 
nothing  that  heartens  a  team  so  much  as  to 
know  that  their  college  is  with  them  heart  and 
soul. 
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"You  all  know  why  we've  gathered  here,"  he 
went  on.  "We're  going  to  select  the  team  for 
the  coming  year.  We  can't  rest  on  our  laurels. 
No  team  in  this  League  has  a  mortgage  on  the 
pennant.  The  fact  that  we've  won  once  doesn't 
guarantee  that  we're  going  to  win  again.  No 
doubt  there  are  some  of  our  opponents  who  are 
telling  themselves  that  we  won  last  year  on  a 
fluke.  A  few  of  the  ' breaks,'  they  are  telling 
themselves,  would  have  brought  victory  to 
them.  We  want  to  show  them  that  it  was  no 
fluke,  that  what  we  did  last  year  we  can  do 
again  this  year.  And  by  ginger  we're  going 
to  do  it!" 

Again  there  was  a  wild  outburst  of  cheer- 
ing that  the  coach  this  time  made  no  attempt 
to  stop.  He  knew  the  value  of  enthusiasm  and 
he  let  the  boys  shout  until  they  were  hoarse. 

"You'll  be  croaking  tomorrow  with  sore 
throats,"  he  smiled,  when  order  was  somewhat 
restored,  "but  that's  the  only  kind  of  croaking 
we'll  stand  for  this  year.  The  croaking  that 
comes  from  despondency,  from  fainthearted- 
ness, from  disloyalty  is  ruled  out.  It  has  no 
place  in  Passmore." 

If  his  eyes  rested  on  the  corner  where  Joe 
Eoper  and  his  gang  sat  in  sullen  silence,  it  was 
only  for  a  fleeting  second.     Then  he  went  on: 

"I  spoke  a  moment  ago  about  picking  out 
the  team.  By  that  I  do  not  mean  that  the  men 
I  am  going  to  name  are  permanent  selections. 
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It's  simply  the  team  we're  going  to  start  with. 
Whether  they  stay  on  the  team  or  not  depends 
entirely  npon  the  kind  of  work  they  do.  The 
team  of  today  may  be  the  cast-offs  of  tomorrow. 
No  man  is  sure  of  his  place  unless  he  proves 
that  he  is  worthy  to  hold  it. 

"Naturally,  I  shall  depend  upon  the  members 
of  last  year's  team  for  the  start.  They 
wouldn't  have  been  on  that  team  unless  they 
had  demonstrated  that  they  could  play  corking 
good  football. 

"I  am  sorry  that  some  of  last  year's  team 
are  missing.  We  shall  miss  Fred  Burns  at  left 
half.  The  same  is  true  of  Tom  Gilloon  at  right 
tackle  and  Jerry  McDonough  at  left  guard. 
All  of  them  made  their  mark  last  season,  and 
we'll  be  lucky  if  we  find  men  as  good  to  fill 
their  shoes." 

At  the  mention  of  each  name  there  had  been 
an  outburst  of  cheering  that  would  have  told 
the  missing  men,  if  they  could  have  heard  it, 
how  high  they  had  stood  in  the  affection  of 
their  mates. 

"Nat  Robin  e  will  captain  the  team  again 
this  year,"  he  said,  and  again  there  was  a  storm 
of  applause.  "He  deserves  the  honor  for  the 
way  he  led  the  team  to  victory  last  season.  He 
will  hold  down  left  end  as  he  did  before.  Come 
out  here,  Eobine,  and  take  up  your  position  at 
this  side  of  the  room.  Come  along  now.  Don't 
be  a  shrinking  violet." 
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Nat  rose,  and  his  face  flushed  happily,  amid 
cheers  that  accompanied  him  to  his  designated 
place. 

" Since  we've  started  with  a  linesman,  we'll 
finish  out  the  line  first,  as  far  as  we  can,"  con- 
tinued Rodney.  "Joe  Burnaby  goes  to  left 
tackle.  Ernest  Peel  takes  the  right  guard  po- 
sition. Bob  Enslow  holds  down  right  end.  Bill 
Sherwood  takes  center." 

As  each  name  was  called,  the  player  rose  and 
took  his  place,  while  the  spectators  clapped 
their  approval. 

"That  leaves  two  places  in  the  line  still  va- 
cant, left  guard  and  right  tackle,"  pursued 
Rodney.  "We'll  fill  those  later.  Now  for  the 
backs. 

"Tom  Long  will  play  fullback,"  he  went  on, 
"and  Pete  Markham  will  be  at  right  half. 
Garry  Grayson " 

He  got  no  farther. 

All  the  cheering  that  had  gone  before  was 
not  a  circumstance  to  the  ovation  that  greeted 
Garry,  as  he  rose  to  his  feet.  It  was  tremen- 
dous, overwhelming,  threatened  to  be  unend- 
ing. There  was  no  question  as  to  Passmore 's 
hero. 

Cheer  after  cheer  swept  the  room  and  merged 
at  last  into  the  college  football  song: 

"Passmore!    Passmore!    Passmore  Tech! 
They're  the  boys  that  sweep  the  deck. 
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Up  and  at  'em!    Slash  and  bat  'em! 
Grayson !    Grayson !    Grayson ! ' ' 

Stirred  to  the  depths  at  the  tribute,  Garry 
ranged  himself  alongside  his  mates. 

"They  really  seem  to  like  you,  Grayson," 
said  the  coach  with  a  whimsical  smile. 
"Shouldn't  wonder  if  they're  thinking  of  cer- 
tain things  that  happened  on  the  football  field 
last  year." 

Again  the  storm  of  applause  broke  out. 

"Now,"  Eodney  continued,  "that  leaves 
three  positions  to  be  filled,  one  in  the  backfield 
and  two  in  the  line.  I'm  going  to  draft  three 
men  from  the  scrubs  to  fill  those  posts.  All  of 
them  showed  last  year  that  they  were  almost 
ready  for  the  first  string  team.  Now  they're 
going  to  get  their  chance. 

"Bill  Nolan  will  take  the  place  of  Fred  Burns 
at  left  half.  Ed  Eenton  goes  to  left  guard. 
Tom  Flack  will  hold  down  right  tackle.  Get 
up  there,  boys,  with  the  first  team  and  work 
your  heads  off." 

The  happy  scrubs,  elated  beyond  measure 
that  they  were  at  last  members  of  the  elect, 
lost  no  time  in  ranging  themselves  against  the 
wall  to  the  accompaniment  of  generous  ap- 
plause. 

"Now  for  the  scrubs,"  continued  Eodney, 
and  named  in  quick  succession  eleven  names  for 
the  second  string  team,  most  of  them  veterans 
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from  the  year  before,  selecting  Frank  Ellison 
as  captain. 

At  the  coach's  direction,  they  lined  them- 
selves up  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  room  fac- 
ing the  regulars. 

"Well,  that's  that,"  said  Eodney,  laying 
aside  the  list  from  which  he  had  read  the  names. 
"There  are  the  men  that  we  hope  will  hold  up 
the  colors  of  Passmore  on  the  gridiron.  Take 
a  good  look  at  these  regulars,"  he  advised  his 
audience  jokingly,"  while  you  have  the  chance, 
for  nobody  knows  how  long  they'll  be  regu- 
lars. Here  today  and  gone  tomorrow,  so  to 
speak." 

There  was  a  general  laugh,  in  which  the  men 
of  the  first  string  joined,  though  a  bit 
sheepishly. 

"As  for  you,"  went  on  Rodney,  turning  to 
the  scrubs,  "I  want  you  to  show  these  fel- 
lows— "  indicating  the  regulars — "where  they 
get  off.  Take  the  conceit  out  of  them.  Prove 
to  them  that  you're  better  men  than  they  are. 
Show  them  that  I've  made  a  mistake  in  pick- 
ing them  for  the  first  team  instead  of  your- 
selves. Treat  'em  rough.  Burn  'em  up.  As 
the  song  you've  just  been  singing  goes,  'Up 
and  at  'em!  Slash  and  bat  'em!'  You  can't 
fight  them  too  hard  to  suit  me.  I  give  you  my 
word,  that  if  one  of  you  can  show  me  you're  a 
better  man  than  a  regular,  I'll  yank  him  out 
and  put  you  in  his  place." 
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"They're  goners  already,"  grinned  Frank 
Ellison,  the  scrub  captain. 

"Come  and  prove  it,"  challenged  Nat  Bo- 
bine,  and  a  roar  of  laughter  ran  around  the 
room. 

"That's  the  spirit,"  approved  Eodney.  "I 
want  you  scrubs  and  regulars  to  fight  each 
other  as  hard  in  practice  as  though  each  were 
fighting  against  the  team  of  a  rival  college. 
It's  the  best  way  in  the  world  to  develop  a 
winning  team. 

"I  want  all  of  you  boys  to  realize  that  you're 
not  in  for  an  easy  time.  This  isn't  going  to 
be  any  picnic.  I'm  going  to  drive  you  to  the 
limit.  The  least  sign  of  shirking  or  lying 
down  on  the  job,  and  you'll  be  pulled  out  of 
the  line  so  quickly,  it  will  make  your  head 
swim. 

"You  think  me  hard  at  times,  perhaps,  but 
you'll  find  me  just.  I  play  no  favorites.  You 
all  look  alike  to  me  and  you'll  be  judged  purely 
on  your  merits.  The  veteran  will  have  no  bet- 
ter treatment  than  the  novice.  Everyone  will 
get  a  square  deal. 

"Of  course,  you'll  make  mistakes,  plenty  of 
them.  That's  what  I'm  here  for,  to  correct 
mistakes.  I  can  forgive  them  as  long  as  you're 
trying.  The  only  thing  I  can't  and  won't  for- 
give is  indifference.    Paste  that  in  your  hats. 

"While  I  want  you  to  fight  hard,  I  won't 
stand  for  any  dirty  work.    Football  is,  or  ought 
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to  be,  a  gentleman's  game.  Any  gouging,  hit- 
ting or  giving  the  knee  means  that  the  man 
who  does  it  goes  off  the  team.  We'll  win  by 
clean  playing,  or  we  won't  win  at  all. 

"Nor  must  you  neglect  your  studies.  You 
must  get  a  decent  mark  in  all  your  classes  or 
be  barred  from  the  team.  You  know  how  re- 
luctant the  faculty  was  last  year  to  go  in  for 
football,  for  fear  it  would  lead  to  the  neglect 
of  your  college  work.  Passmore  has  a  splendid 
standard  of  scholarship,  and  our  love  of  athlet- 
ics mustn't  do  anything  to  lower  it.  You '11  have 
plenty  of  time  for  both  study  and  football,  if 
you  employ  your  time  rightly.  Of  course,  if 
you  go  in  for  gambling  or  drinking — "  again 
his  eyes  dwelt  for  a  second  on  what  Bill  had 
called  the  "traitors'  bench" — "you  won't  have 
time  for  either. 

"Now,  that's  about  all  for  the  present. 
You  '11  hear  plenty  from  me  later  on.  Perhaps ' ' 
— his  eyes  twinkled — "you'll  think  it  alto- 
gether too  much.  I'm  going  to  give  each  one 
of  you  a  copy  of  the  rules — "  he  indicated  a 
sheaf  of  leaflets  on  the  table  at  which  he  was 
standing — "and  I  want  each  one  of  you  to  be- 
come so  familiar  with  them,  that  you  can  re- 
peat them  backwards.  They  want  to  become  a 
part  of  you,  so  much  so  that  you  won't  have 
consciously  to  think  of  them.  They  ought  to  be 
as  natural  and  involuntary  as  breathing.  To- 
morrow we'll  have  some  blackboard  practice 
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and  I'll  illustrate  from  diagrams  some  new 
plays  that  we  didn't  have  last  year.  The  fol- 
lowing day  we'll  go  out  on  the  field  for  prac- 
tice, and  after  that  there  won't  be  any  let-up 
for  you,  until  the  season  is  over. 

"Just  one  word  more.  It's  good  to  know 
the  rules.  It's  good  to  have  a  strong  physique. 
It's  good  to  have  lots  of  practice.  All  of  these 
are  necessary.  Yet  not  one  of  them  is  worth 
a  hoot,  unless  you  have  one  thing  more.  That 
one  thing  is  pluck.  The  pluck  that  never  lets 
you  know  you're  beaten.  The  pluck  that  keeps 
you  fighting  even  when  you're  dizzy  and  reel- 
ing. The  pluck  that  keeps  you  going  until  the 
referee's  whistle  blows.  That's  what  makes  a 
football  player.  Without  it,  you're  a  dub. 
That's  what  made  us  win  last  year.  Are  you 
boys  going  to  show  it  again  this  year?" 

The  shout  that  rose  from  twenty-two  throats 
was  sufficient  answer.  The  coach  smiled  hap- 
pily, gathered  up  his  papers  and  with  a  wave 
of  his  hand  left  the  room,  followed  by  a  thun- 
der of  applause  that  told  of  the  enthusiasm  he 
had  stirred  in  the  breasts  of  his  auditors. 

A  buzz  of  eager  comment  broke  out  as  the 
throng  began  to  disperse.  The  teams  were  sur- 
rounded and  congratulated  and  excitement  was 
at  the  highest  pitch. 

"So  you're  going  to  wipe  up  the  earth  with 
us,  are  you,  Frank?"  asked  Nat  with  a  grin 
at  the  captain  of  the  second  team. 


CHAPTER  IX 

Bitter  Foes 

"More  power  to  yon,  old  boy,"  laughed 
Garry.  "The  harder  you  fight  us,  the  better 
we'll  like  it.  We'll  try  to  let  you  know  youVe 
been  in  a  scrap,  anyway." 

Quite  in  contrast  with  the  general  en- 
thusiasm, was  the  attitude  of  Joe  Roper  and  his 
cronies,  as  they  moved  away  from  the  gym.  No 
responsive  chord  of  loyalty  had  been  stirred  in 
them  by  the  coach's  address. 

"The  old  bunk!"  growled  Roper  with  a  ges- 
ture of  disgust.  "Filling  those  boobs  up  with 
hot  air  that  doesn't  mean  a  thing.  Football 
battles  are  won  on  the  field  and  not  in 
the  gym." 

"Did  you  see  the  reception  that  Garry  Gray- 
son got?"  grumbled  Toodle  Swink.  "Make 
that  guy  more  chesty  than  ever." 

"He  needs  to  be  taken  down  a  peg,"  re- 
marked Pudge  Allen  sullenly. 

"Why  don't  you  do  it,  then?"  queried  Jack 
Spinkler.  "Why  do  you  let  him  lord  it  the 
way  he  does?  A  good  poke  in  the  eye  might 
tell  him  where  he  gets  off. ' ' 
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" Who's  going  to  give  it  to  him?"  queried 
Swink  dejectedly.  "  Joe  here  tried  it  once,  but 
it  didn't  seem  to  work." 

"Leave  me  out  of  it,"  snapped  Eoper 
angrily.  "I  notice  that  you  aren't  knocking 
any  chips  off  his  shoulder." 

"If  the  bunch  of  us  could  catch  him  alone 
sometime,"  was  Pudge  Allen's  gallant  sug- 
gestion. 

"Why  don't  you  pick  a  quarrel  with  him, 
Jack?"  queried  Eoper.  "You're  twenty 
pounds  heavier  than  he  is.  You've  been  telling 
us  of  the  way  you  trimmed  all  comers  at 
Morgan." 

The  proposition  did  not  seem  to  appeal  to 
Spinkler. 

"This  guy  Grayson  is  so  popular  here  that 
his  mates  would  be  down  on  me  like  a  load  of 
brick,  if  I  should  get  in  a  mixup  with  him,"  he 
said  coldly.  "I  don't  like  the  guy  for  a  cent 
and  I'd  be  glad  to  see  him  downed,  but  after 
all  he  hasn't  done  anything  to  me,  as  he  seems 
to  have  done  to  you.  Why  should  I  pull  your 
chestnuts  out  of  the  fire?" 

The  question  was  one  not  readily  answered, 
and  for  a  time  they  pursued  their  way  in  moody 
silence. 

"I've  got  to  get  even  with  him  some  way," 
Eoper  broke  out  at  last,  "and  you  can  bet  your 
life  I  will." 

"How?"  asked  Swink. 
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I  can't  tell  that  offhand,  can  I?"  snarled 
Roper.  "I've  got  to  think  it  over.  Seems  to 
me  I  have  to  do  all  the  thinking  for  this  gang. 
If  you  fellows  had  an  ounce  of  brains,  you'd 
help  me  out." 

"Of  course,  there  are  fellows  that  could  be 
hired,"  suggested  Swink,  looking  cautiously 
about  him.  "Oh,  of  course,  I  don't  mean  any- 
thing serious,"  he  hastened  to  add,  as  he  saw 
their  startled  looks,  "nothing  like  putting  him 
out  for  good,  but,  say,  just  a  little  beating  up, 
something  that  might  knock  out  a  few  teeth, 
spread  his  nose  over  his  face,  spoil  his  looks, 
keep  him  in  bed  for  a  week  or  two " 

"Count  me  out  of  anything  like  that,"  pro- 
tested Spinkler,  alarmed.  "I  don't  want  any 
dealings  with  the  law." 

"That  goes  with  me,  too,"  declared  Allen. 

"It's  a  bright  idea,"  said  Roper,  sarcasti- 
cally. "If  you  can't  think  of  anything  better 
than  that,  Toodle,  you?d  better  close  your  face. 
No,  it  won't  do  to  try  any  rough  stuff.  That's 
too  dangerous.  Besides,  it  would  put  us  in  the 
power  of  the  fellows  we  hired,  and  they'd  black- 
mail us  to  the  limit." 

"Well,  if  you're  so  smart,  tell  us  what  Vter 
thing  you  have  in  mind, ' '  challenged  Swink,  in 
a  huff  at  the  way  his  suggestion  had  been  re- 
ceived. 

"We  must  hurt  his  pride,"  declared  Roper. 
"Upset  his  plans,  make  him  look  cheap,  make 
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a  monkey  out  of  him.  Find  out  what  he  wants 
most  and  then  see  that  he  doesn't  get  it." 

"How  do  we  know  what  he  wants  most?"  ob- 
jected Allen. 

"That's  easy,"  replied  Roper.  "More  than 
anything  in  the  world  just  now,  he  wants  Pass- 
more  Tech  to  win  the  football  championship 
again  this  year." 

"Likely  enough,"  mused  Allen.  "He's  half 
the  team,  and  if  he  were  out  of  commission,  its 
chances  would  be  mighty  poor.  How  are  you 
going  to  bring  that  about?  He'd  have  to  have 
a  leg  broken  or  something  like  that,  and  we've 
already  decided  that  sort  of  thing  is  too  dan- 
gerous to  monkey  with. ' ' 

"There  are  more  ways  of  killing  a  cat  than 
choking  it  to  death  with  cream,"  remarked 
Roper.  "I've  already  got  the  glimmering  of 
an  idea  that  may  work." 

"Let's  have  it,"  urged  Swink. 

"No,"  replied  Roper,  "I'll  have  to  mull  it 
over  carefully  before  I  spring  it.  It  just  came 
to  me  while  we  were  talking.  I'll  let  you  know 
as  soon  as  I  get  it  into  shape." 

"I  hope  it'll  work  out  better  than  some  of 
yo^j^ other  ideas,"  growled  Swink,  still  dis- 
gruntled over  the  cavalier  treatment  of  his  own 
suggestion. 

"Don't  you  worry,"  snapped  Roper.  "It's 
better  to  have  ideas  that  don't  work  than  never 
to  have  any  ideas  at  all." 
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In  the  meantime,  all  unknowing  of  the  plots 
that  were  being  made  against  his  peace — of 
mind,  if  not  of  body — Garry  was  pursuing  his 
way  happily  with  his  chums  to  their  room. 

They  were  fairly  bubbling  over  with  en- 
thusiasm and  with  eagerness  to  get  into  their 
football  togs  and  enter  the  fray. 

"Now  we  can  feel  that  the  college  year  has 
fairly  commenced/ '  chortled  Eooster. 

"Yes,"  agreed  Garry,  "but  I  imagine  our 
folks  don't  date  it  from  the  talk  of  the  football 
coach.  They're  old-fashioned  enough  to  think 
that  books  have  something  to  do  with  it." 

"I'm  going  to  get  out  my  football  suit  and 
see  if  it  fits  all  right,"  said  Bill.  "I  know  I'm 
pounds  heavier  than  I  was  last  year." 

"If  it  doesn't  fit  now,  the  coach  will  soon 
train  you  down  until  it  does,"  laughed  Eooster. 
"Oh  boy,  I  can  see  that  old  waist-line 
shrinking ! ' r 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  new  additions  to 
the  team?"  asked  Garry. 

"I  think  Eodney  showed  good  judgment," 
replied  Bill.  "Eenton,  Flack  and  Nolan  were 
certainly  the  strongest  fellows  on  the  scrubs 
last  season." 

"Flack  is  a  savage  tackier,"  commented 
Rooster.  "I've  found  out  in  our  practice  games 
that  he 's  a  mighty  hard  fellow  to  shake  off.  He 
holds  on  for  keeps." 

"Nolan  is  a  swift  runner,"  remarked  Garry. 
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"I  think  he  could  do  the  hundred  yards  in 
eleven  seconds  flat.  He's  no  slouch  in  bucking 
the  line,  either." 

"Renton  has  the  makings  of  a  good  guard,' ' 
affirmed  Bill.  "Of  course  they  all  ought  to  be 
better  this  year  than  they  were  last.  They're 
so  proud  at  having  made  the  regulars  that 
they'll  fight  like  tigers  to  stay  there.  Take  it 
altogether,  we  have  a  mighty  bright  outlook 
for  the  team." 

"Knock  wood,"  cautioned  Bill,  and  himself 
made  the  raps  to  ward  off  any  supposed  bad 
luck. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  figuring  on  any  cinch,"  de- 
clared Garry.  "I  know  we  have  a  mighty  hard 
job  ahead  of  us.  For  that  matter,  I'm  glad 
we  have.  It  wouldn't  be  any  fun  if  we  didn't 
have  tough  opposition." 

Although  football  crowded  almost  every- 
thing else  out  of  their  minds,  it  did  not  make 
them  forget  the  invitation  that  the  Eoot  girls 
had  extended  to  them,  and  they  were  at  the 
President's  house  at  eight  o'clock  that  night. 

Dr.  Eoot  was  a  widower,  whose  daughters 
kept  house  for  him,  with  the  assistance  of  a 
colored  maid.  It  was  Cora  who  answered  their 
ring  and  Ruth  was  close  behind  her. 

"So  you've  come  to  fix  the  radio,"  Cora 
said  with  a  laugh,  as  she  admitted  them. 

"We  always  keep  our  word,"  declared 
Rooster.    "Show  me  the  pesky  set  and  before 
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you  know  it,  I'll  have  it  eating  out  of  my 
hand. ' ' 

"What  a  marvelous  thing  it  is  to  be  such  a 
genius ! ' '  dimpled  Ruth. 

"Oh,  you  don't  know  the  half  of  it  yet,"  re- 
marked Rooster  modestly.  "I'm  almost  afraid 
of  myself  sometimes." 

"It's  too  bad  that  you  won't  have  to  dis- 
play your  skill,"  remarked  Cora,  "for  strange 
to  say,  since  we  saw  you,  the  radio  has  been 
behaving  itself  beautifully." 

"It  heard  I  was  coming  and  got  scared," 
opined  Rooster. 

"Knew  it  would  be  spoiled  if  you  tinkered 
with  it,"  was  Bill's  interpretation. 

They  found  in  the  living  room  a  girl  friend 
of  Cora  and  Ruth,  Alice  Clayton,  whom  they 
had  invited  over.  She  was  a  pretty,  sparkling 
girl,  full  of  fun  and  mischief,  and  all  six  were 
soon  enjoying  themselves. 

It  was  not  long  before  they  had  rolled  up  the 
rugs  and  were  dancing  to  the  excellent  program 
that  was  coming  over  the  air  through  the  much- 
maligned  radio  set. 

The  boys  were  good  dancers,  the  girls  were 
tireless,  and  time  passed  as  though  on  wings. 
It  was  after  eleven  when  the  colored  maid 
brought  in  refreshments. 

"I  haven't  seen  anything  of  Dr.  Root,"  said 
Garry.    "Is  he  at  home  1 ' ' 

"Oh,  yes,  he's  in  the  library,"  replied  Cora. 
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"Looking  over  the  football  schedule,  per- 
haps," suggested  Booster. 

"I  don't  believe  so,"  laughed  Buth,"  al- 
though he  doesn't  think  that  is  such  nonsense 
as  he  did  a  year  ago.  You  boys  converted  him, 
and  Cora  and  I  have  watched  to  see  that  he 
doesn't  backslide." 

The  doctor  himself  came  in  just  then  and 
greeted  the  boys  genially. 

"Have  you  young  folks  left  anything  for  me 
to  eat!"  he  asked  with  a  smile,  as  he  sank  down 
into  a  chair. 

"You  just  came  in  time,  Dad,"  said  Cora, 
as  she  passed  him  a  sandwich.  "These  boys 
have  very  healthy  appetites." 

"It  isn't  that  we  care  about  food,  but  we 
have  to  keep  up  our  strength,"  grinned  Bill, 
helping  himself  to  another  slice  of  cake. 

"I  must  say  you  don't  seem  especially 
emaciated,"  smiled  the  doctor.  "Do  you  mean 
strength  for  your  studies  or  strength  for  the 
football  field!" 

"Don't  press  us  too  hard,  Doctor,"  laughed 
Garry. 

"I  heard  that  you  had  a  very  enthusiastic 
meeting  in  the  gym  today,"  pursued  the 
President. 

"We  surely  did,"  declared  Garry.  "The 
coach  had  the  boys  right  up  on  their  toes. 
We're  going  to  have  skull  practice  tomorrow." 

"Oh — er — skull     practice?"     repeated     Dr. 
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Eoot  inquiringly.  "I  don't  know  that  I 
quite " 

"He  means,  Dad,"  interrupted  Cora  mis- 
chievously, "that  the  coach  is  going  to  try  to 
get  some  knowledge  into  their  heads.  Poor 
Mr.  Eodney!    I  don't  envy  him  his  job." 

"A  saw  and  chisel  might  do  it,"  suggested 
Ruth  helpfully. 

"Solid  ivory,"  murmured  Alice  dreamily. 

The  boys  looked  at  their  tormentors  re- 
proachfully. 

"Oh,  I  see,"  remarked  the  doctor,  ignoring 
the  airy  persiflage.  "He's  going  to  teach  you 
the  strategy  of  the  game." 

"That's  it,"  agreed  Garry.  "Then  he's  go- 
ing to  turn  us  loose  on  the  scrubs. ' ' 

"What  we'll  do  to  those  poor  seconds  will 
be  a  shame,"  affirmed  Bill. 

"I — ah — hope  there  will  be  no  unnecessary 
roughness,"  observed  the  doctor. 

Bill  was  suddenly  taken  with  a  choking  fit. 

"Oh  no,  sir,"  Rooster  replied  for  him,  keep- 
ing his  face  straight  with  an  effort.  "What- 
ever roughness  we  have  to  use  will  be  strictly 
necessary." 

"I  suppose  you'll  be  present  at  the  games, 
sir?"  remarked  Garry. 

"You  bet — er — I  mean  that  it  will  give  me 
pleasure  to  do  so,"  replied  the  President  with 
a  slight  trace  of  confusion. 

"I  think  it  would  take  a  team  of  horses  to 


Bitter  Foes  95 

keep  him  away  from  them,"  declared  Ruth. 

"I'm  going  to  hold  his  hat  next  time,  so  that 
he  won't  throw  it  into  the  field,"  asserted  Cora. 

"Now,  now,"  expostulated  their  father. 
"Naturally  I  was  pleased  to  see  Passmore  win, 
and  I  may  have  yielded  to  the  impulse  of  the 
moment.  After  all,  we  must  remember  that 
football  is  only  a  side  issue  and  you  must  not 
allow  it  to  distract  your  attention  from  your 
studies." 

"Oh,  no,  sir,"  replied  Garry  meekly,  while 
Rooster  and  Bill  tried  their  best  to  look  in- 
tellectual, a  task  rendered  harder  by  the  mis- 
chievous glances  of  the  girls. 

Dr.  Root  excused  himself  after  a  moment, 
and  with  a  glance  at  the  clock,  retired  again 
to  his  study. 

"Poor  father!"  remarked  Cora.  "I'm 
afraid  his  daughters  are  sometimes  a  little  dis- 
turbing to  his  dignity." 

"They  don't  affect  mine,"  affirmed  Bill. 

"You  haven't  any  to  lose,"  countered  Ruth. 

"I  don't  like  the  way  the  doctor  looked  at 
the  clock,"  remarked  Rooster. 

"He  had  reason  to,"  replied  Cora.  "Gra- 
cious, it's  nearly  twelve  o'clock!  You  boys 
must  go." 


CHAPTER  X 

Haed   Training 

"I'm  afraid  to  go  home  in  the  dark,"  de- 
clared Bill. 

"Nobody '11  steal  you,"  Ruth  comforted  him. 

"Just  one  more  dance,"  pleaded  Garry. 

"And  an  encore,"  added  Rooster. 

They  had  their  dance,  and  then  the  merry 
party  broke  up.  The  boys  offered  to  escort 
Alice  home,  but  she  had  arranged  to  stay  all 
night  with  the  girls. 

"Aren't  they  nice?"  asked  Garry,  as  he  and 
his  companions  tramped  back  to  their  dormi- 
tory. 

"Full  of  fun,"  declared  Rooster. 

"Good-looking,  too,"  added  Bill.  "Say,  fel- 
lows, we'll  have  to  win  our  games,  with  them 
in  the  stands." 

They  were  promptly  on  hand  for  the  "skull" 
practice  the  following  afternoon  in  the  gym. 
Todd  Rodney  was  there  awaiting  them  with  a 
blackboard,  and  for  an  hour  or  more  he  used 
it  freely  for  illustrating  the  more  important 
plays  on  which  he  was  going  to  depend  for 
success  in  the  forthcoming  games.    He  had  a 
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knack  for  clear  and  simple  explanation,  and 
they  followed  his  diagrams  with  an  intelligent 
understanding  of  what  they  were  meant  to 
teach. 

"So  much  for  theory,"  he  said  at  length, 
"but  all  the  theory  in  the  world  is  no  good 
unless  it  is  carried  out  in  practice.  In  a  day 
or  two  we'll  start  carrying  out  these  trick 
plays.  Today  we're  going  to  do  only  the  ele- 
mentary stuff.  I  want  to  get  you  limbered  up, 
to  smooth  the  kinks  out  of  your  arms  and  legs. 
Come  along,  now,  and  let  me  get  some  idea  of 
your  wind  and  speed." 

One  by  one  he  put  them  through  their  paces, 
making  them  run  the  full  one  hundred  and 
twenty  yards  between  the  goal  posts. 

"This  is  for  your  wind  more  than  for  any- 
thing else.  Don't  run  at  top  speed,"  he  cau- 
tioned them.  "I  don't  want  you  to  strain  any 
tendons  at  the  start." 

He  kept  them  at  this  until  each  had  made 
the  distance  several  times.  Then  he  set  them 
at  work  tackling  the  dummy.  That  long-suffer- 
ing object  hung  limply  over  a  pit  of  sand,  and 
the  boys  threw  themselves  at  it  again  and  again. 
Sometimes  they  missed,  and  their  wild  gyra- 
tions as  they  clutched  at  empty  air  added  an 
element  of  humor  to  the  exercise. 

"You've  the  advantage  now,  because  the 
dummy  can't  fight  back,"  remarked  Eodney, 
"but  it  will  be  another  story  when  you  try  to 
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stop  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  he-man,  as 
it  goes  charging  down  the  field.  But  you  want 
to  hang  on  just  the  same. ' ' 

He  put  them,  then,  through  ball-carrying 
practice. 

" Here's  a  thing  you  want  to  hold  on  to  like 
grim  death,"  he  said,  as  he  patted  the  pigskin. 
"  Every  opposing  player  you  meet  will  try  to 
make  you  drop  it.  Tuck  one  end  of  it  in  your 
armpit  and  clamp  your  elbow  down  on  it.  Even 
if  you  stumble,  never  let  go  of  the  ball.  I'm 
going  to  take  a  tip  from  the  Indians  and  make 
each  one  of  you  run  the  gauntlet,  while  the 
other  fellows  try  to  jar  the  ball  loose  from 
your  arm." 

Through  the  two  lines  each  man  ran  in  turn, 
the  penalty  for  losing  the  ball  being  another  try 
at  it,  until  the  carrier  cleared  the  ends  of  the 
line,  still  retaining  the  coveted  pigskin. 

"I  guess  you've  had  enough  for  today,"  Eod- 
ney  said  at  last.  "I  don't  want  to  run  you 
ragged.  'Hasten  slowly'  is  as  good  a  plan  in 
football  as  it  is  in  almost  everything  else.  We'll 
speed  things  up  a  trifle  every  day,  until  you're 
going  like  a  house  afire.  Be  out  here  at  the 
same  time  tomorrow  afternoon.  By  that  time 
you'll  have  company.  I've  had  a  lot  of  per- 
sonal applications  from  lads  who  want  a  chance 
to  play  the  game,  even  if  it's  on  a  third  or 
fourth  team,  and  I'm  going  to  train  them  along 
with  the  rest  of  you.    I've  been  astonished  at 
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the  interest  shown,  and  it's  a  mighty  good 
sign.  It'll  give  us  plenty  of  substitutes,  in  case 
the  members  of  the  first  and  second  teams  get 
sick  or  are  injured.  They  say  an  army  is  as 
strong  as  its  reserves,  and  the  same  holds  true 
in  football.  Then,  too,"  he  added  with  a  smile, 
"you  lads  will  have  to  fight  the  harder  to  hold 
your  jobs." 

"Think  of  Passmore  having  three  or  four 
teams,  when  last  year  it  was  hard  enough  to 
scare  up  one  good  one,"  chuckled  Garry,  as  he 
and  his  mates,  flushed  and  happy,  walked  from 
the  oval  to  their  dormitory. 

"Did  you  see  Prexy?"  asked  Bill. 

"No,"  said  Rooster  in  surprise,  "was  Dr. 
Boot  there?" 

"I  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  walking  along 
the  outside  of  the  field,"  grinned  Bill.  "He 
didn't  stop,  but  he  was  walking  very  slowly, 
and  I  bet  the  old  boy  was  taking  it  all  in,  al- 
though he  probably  wouldn't  admit  it  for  a 
farm." 

"We  have  him  going,"  laughed  Garry. 
"We'll  make  a  fan  of  him  yet." 

Booster  was  still  in  bed  the  next  morning, 
while  Bill  and  Garry  were  dressing. 

"Get  up,  you  lazy  hulk  or  I'll  throw  a  pitcher 
of  water  over  you,"  threatened  Garry. 

"I  can't,"  groaned  Booster.  "I'm  para- 
lyzed." 

"From  your  neck  up,"  jeered  Bill.    "Your 
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teachers  have  discovered  that  long  ago,  only 
they  hesitate  to  tell  you  so.  Get  up  before  we 
yank  you  out." 

"Lots  of  sympathy  I  get  from  you  fellows," 
murmured  Rooster. 

"You'll  find  it  in  the  dictionary,"  remarked 
Bill. 

With  much  groaning  and  creaking,  Eooster 
slid  out  of  bed. 

"Gee,  but  I'm  lame!"  he  moaned. 

"So  are  we,  but  we  don't  brag  about  it," 
said  Bill.  "Here,  take  this  arnica  and  give 
yourself  a  rubdown." 

It  was  a  sore  and  limping  lot  of  athletes  from 
the  results  of  the  first  day's  practice,  that  made 
its  way  that  morning  to  the  dining  room.  Every 
muscle  seemed  to  have  its  own  individual  ache. 

"A  gang  of  cripples,  I  see,"  laughed  Rod- 
ney, when  they  reported  that  afternoon  for 
practice.  "I  had  expected  as  much.  We'll 
cure  that  trouble  in  the.  same  way  you  got  it. 
I'll  knock  the  soreness  out  of  you  in  no  time." 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  as  the  stiff 
muscles  limbered,  the  lameness  disappeared. 
The  practice  was  a  little  harder  this  time  and, 
as  the  coach  had  predicted,  there  were  many 
more  to  take  part  in  it.  Nearly  an  additional 
score  of  enthusiasts  was  out  on  the  field,  and 
their  ardor  seemed  as  great  as  that  of  the  more 
seasoned  players. 
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Among  the  newcomers,  Garry  and  his  chums 
noted  to  their  surprise,  was  Jack  Spinkler. 

"The  bright  particular  star  of  Morgan,' ' 
murmured  Bill. 

"To  hear  him  tell  it,"  added  Booster. 

"Perhaps  he  isn't  so  bad  at  it,  even  if  he  is  a 
blow-hard,"  surmised  G-arry.  "We'll  soon 
have  a  chance  to  see  his  stuff." 

The  "stuff"  in  question  was,  as  Bill  after- 
ward commented,  nothing  to  write  home  about. 
Still,  it  was  fairly  up  to  the  average,  and  Spink- 
ler seemed  to  understand  pretty  well  the  tech- 
nique of  the  game. 

The  boys  would  not  have  been  so  surprised 
at  seeing  him  on  the  field,  if  they  had  known 
of  a  conversation  that  had  taken  place  that 
morning  between  Spinkler  and  his  cousin,  Joe 
Boper. 

"I  hear  that  Rodney  is  going  to  add  a  lot 
more  fellows  to  his  football  squad,"  Boper  said 
to  him. 

"Yes,"  replied  Spinkler  carelessly.  "What 
of  it?" 

"Why  don't  you  get  in  the  game?"  asked 
Boper. 

"Aw,  I  don't  care  to,"  answered  Spinkler. 
"It's  too  hard  work,  for  one  thing.  Besides, 
I'm  a  new  man  here  and  I  wouldn't  have  a 
chance  to  make  the  first  team.  Even  if  I  did, 
I'd  have  to  play  second  fiddle  to  that  Grayson 
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and  his  gang.  They  seem  to  be  the  whole  shoot- 
ing match  in  this  neck  of  the  woods.' ' 

"All  the  same,  I  think  it  would  be  a  good 
idea  for  you  to  practice  with  the  squad,' '  per- 
sisted Roper.  "You're  about  the  heaviest  guy 
in  the  whole  bunch  and  you  ought  to  make  a 
good  linesman  where  weight  counts  for  a  lot." 

Spinkler  looked  at  him  curiously. 

"What's  the  big  idea?"  he  asked.  "Why 
this  sudden  interest  in  Passmore  football?  I 
thought  you'd  soured  on  it." 

"So  I  have,"  returned  Roper  savagely.  "It 
cost  me  a  heap  of  money  last  year.  I  want  to 
get  that  money  back." 

"So  that's  the  catch,"  murmured  Spinkler. 
"You  bet  against  the  team  and  lost.  Now  you 
want  to  get  your  money  back.  That's  under- 
standable. But  what's  my  playing  on  the  squad 
got  to  do  with  it?" 

"Just  this,"  replied  Roper.  "You'll  have 
a  chance  to  get  next  to  a  lot  of  information  that 
you  couldn't  get  as  an  outsider.  If  you're  a 
good  pal,  you'll  turn  that  information  over 
to  me." 

"In  other  words,  you  want  to  have  a  friend 
at  court,"  observed  Spinkler. 

"If  you  want  to  put  it  that  way,  yes,"  as- 
sented Roper. 

"I  don't  see  where  I  could  help  you,"  said 
Spinkler  in  a  puzzled  way.    "Do  you  mean  that 
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if  I  get  on  the  team,  you  want  me  to  throw 
the  game,  make  Passmore  lose?" 

"Not  at  all,"  denied  Eoper.  "On  the  con- 
trary, I  want  you  to  play  your  best  to  win." 

"Oh,  you 're  going  to  bet  on  Passmore,  then?" 
asked  Spinkler. 

"No,  I'm  going  to  bet  against  it,"  replied 
Eoper. 

"Yet  you  want  me  to  play  to  win ! ' '  exclaimed 
Spinkler  more  perplexed  than  ever.  "Are  you 
crazy?" 

* '  Crazy  as  a  fox, ' '  replied  Eoper.    ' '  Listen ! ' ' 

His  voice  sank  almost  to  a  whisper. 


CHAPTER  XI 

Hitting  the  Line 

Todd  Rodney  made  all  the  candidates  report 
regularly  and  the  practice  day  by  day  grew 
more  hard  and  strenuous.  The  coach  was  here, 
there  and  everywhere,  reproving  and  encour- 
aging, illustrating  the  plays  that  were  wrongly 
made,  and  showing  how  they  should  have  been 
made.  He  never  lost  his  temper,  never  de- 
scended to  abuse,  never  "ragged"  a  player  just 
to  show  his  gift  of  sarcasm.  What  he  had 
to  say  he  said  frankly  and  at  times  severely, 
but  he  did  not  leave  his  hearer  feeling  like  a 
whipped  puppy.  He  was  quite  as  ready  to  ap- 
prove a  good  play  as  he  was  to  condemn  a  bad 
play. 

He  had  the  eye  of  a  hawk  and  nothing  es- 
caped him.  His  memory  was  amazing.  At  the 
end  of  a  long  period  of  practice  he  could  start 
at  the  beginning  and  reconstruct  each  play  with 
the  players  who  had  participated  in  them. 

Each  man,  either  in  the  line  or  the  backfield, 
received  his  personal  attention.  He  became 
thoroughly  familiar  with  the  weak  and  strong 
points  of  all  his  men  and  spared  no  pains  to 
correct  the  one  or  develop  the  other. 
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It  was  not  long  before  the  players  began  to 
show  the  results  of  his  ceaseless  endeavors. 
Waistlines  were  reduced  to  their  proper  pro- 
portions. Eyes  were  brighter,  arms  were 
stronger,  feet  were  swifter.  The  team  was  be- 
ing "licked  into  shape." 

"On  Saturday  you  boys  are  going  to  play  a 
regular  game,"  Eodney  told  the  members  of 
the  first  and  second  string  one  day,  after  about 
a  week  of  practice.  "You'll  play  under  the 
regular  rules,  except  that  the  periods  will  be 
for  twelve  minutes  each  instead  of  the  regula- 
tion fifteen.  I  want  each  team  to  fight  as  hard 
against  the  other  as  though  it  was  representing 
a  rival  college.  If  you  scrubs  can  stand  the 
regulars  on  their  heads,  it'll  be  all  right  with 
me,"  he  added  with  a  smile. 

"We'll  do  it,"  declared  Frank  Ellison,  and 
the  rest  of  the  scrubs  tried  to  look  as  confident 
as  their  leader's  words  sounded. 

"Brag  is  a  good  dog,  but  Holdfast  is  better," 
laughed  Eodney.  "We'll  see  on  Saturday  just 
how  much  there  is  in  this  fighting  talk." 

Saturday  came  and  with  it  one  of  the  largest 
gatherings  that  Passmore  had  ever  turned  out 
to  a  practice  game.  It  seemed  as  though  every 
student  of  the  college  had  become  imbued  with 
the  football  spirit. 

The  day  was  fine  and  the  field  in  good  con- 
dition for  snappy  play.  The  manner  in  which 
the  ball  was  kicked  around  in  the  few  minutes 
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of  practice  allotted  each  team  showed  that  both 
the  regulars  and  the  scrubs  were  on  edge. 

The  regulars  won  the  toss.  Rooster  kicked 
off  and  sent  the  ball  down  to  the  scrub  twenty- 
yard  line  where  Bonner  caught  it  and  ran  it 
back  twelve  yards  before  he  was  downed.  The 
game  was  on. 

It  had  not  progressed  far  before  it  was  evi- 
dent that  Rodney  had  made  no  mistake  in  his 
choice  of  men  for  the  first  string. 

Not  but  what  the  scrubs  were  good,  some  of 
them  surprisingly  good.  Taking  them  as  a 
team,  they  were  clearly  outclassed  by  the  regu- 
lars in  almost  every  department  of  the  game. 

Of  the  regulars,  it  was  Garry  who  was  be 
yond  question  the  star.  Of  the  eleven  forward 
passes  of  his  team  that  were  completed,  he 
made  nine,  and  three  of  them  resulted  in  touch- 
downs. In  bucking  the  line  he  was  equally 
brilliant.  He  was  responsible  for  most  of  the 
gains  made  through  the.  line,  and  he  ran  back 
punts  with  the  speed  of  a  deer  and  the  adroit- 
ness of  a  fox. 

Rooster  and  Bill  were  not  far  behind.  The 
former  at  fullback  distinguished  himself  by  the 
savage  power  with  which  he  hit  the  line  and' 
the  speed  with  which  he  skirted  the  line.  Bill 
at  center  was  like  the  Rock  of  Gibraltar,  break- 
ing up  the  enemies'  plays  before  they  got  fairly 
started.    As  an  interferer,  he  bowled  over  man 
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after  man,  as  lie  accompanied  Garry  or  Booster 
down  the  field. 

Early  in  the  game  it  was  Garry's  run  back 
of  a  punt  for  twenty-two  yards  and  Booster's 
splendid  punting  that  put  the  scrubs  on  the 
defensive  with  the  ball  far  down  in  their  ter- 
ritory. 

Pete  Markham  punted  out  of  bounds  on  the 
regulars'  thirty-seven-yard  line,  and  that 
marked  the  beginning  of  the  drive  that  drew 
first  blood  for  the  regulars. 

Bill  tossed  a  lateral  pass  to  Garry,  who  ran 
around  the  scrub  end  to  their  forty-eight-yard 
line.  On  the  next  play  Garry  hurled  the  pig- 
skin to  Nat,  who  was  already  flying  down  the 
field,  and  the  latter  speared  it  and  ran  on  until 
he  was  downed  on  the  scrubs'  ten-yard  line. 

Garry  hit  left  tackle  for  two  yards.  The 
scrubs  were  holding  now  desperately,  and  the 
best  that  Nolan  and  Pete  could  do  in  two  suc- 
cessive plunges  accounted  for  a  yard  apiece. 
Then  Garry  sent  another  pass  zipping  to 
Booster,  who  took  it  over  the  scrubs'  line  for 
the  first  touchdown  of  the  game. 

They  had  done  this  in  about  half  a  dozen 
plays,  and  most  of  it  by  the  aerial  route.  A 
little  later,  Booster  intercepted  a  pass  from 
Ellison  and  returned  it  for  seven  yards.  There 
were  no  more  points  made  that  quarter,  which 
ended  with  the  score  six  to  nothing  in  favor 
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of  the  regulars.  The  touchdown  alone  had 
counted,  as  Markham  had  failed  to  kick  the 
goal. 

"Dead  easy!"  commented  Kooster,  as  the 
elevens  paused  for  the  minute's  rest  between 
periods. 

"They're  our  meat,"  declared  Bill. 

"Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  warned  Garry. 
"One  swallow  doesn't  make  a  drink.  They 
may  come  back  hard  in  the  next  quarter." 

Which,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  they  did.  The 
regulars  soon  were  playing  on  the  defensive. 
Twice  the  scrubs  carried  the  ball  by  successive 
downs  deep  into  their  foes'  territory.  One  of 
the  drives  ended  about  midfield.  The  second 
was  harder  and  more  sustained,  and  almost  be- 
fore they  knew  it,  the  regulars  found  that  the 
scrubs  had  reached  the  ten-yard  line  and  were 
working  like  mad  to  put  the  ball  over. 

To  make  matters  worse,  the  regulars  were 
penalized  five  yards  for  holding.  Only  five 
yards  now  intervened  between  the  scrubs  and 
a  touchdown.  They,  the  regulars,  braced  and 
held  like  a  stone  wall. 

Four  successive  rushes  were  stopped  with 
only  three  yards  gain  and  it  was  with  a  feel- 
ing of  intense  relief  that  the  regulars  took 
the  ball  on  their  own  two-yard  line.  It  had 
been  mighty  close,  but  the  scrubs  had  lacked 
the  punch  to  put  it  over. 

Following  the  kick-off  in  the  next  quarter, 
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G-arry  caught  the  ball  and  carried  it  to  the 
scrub  eighteen-yard  line.  He  and  Rooster  added 
eight  more  between  them,  but  Nolan  and  Mark- 
ham  failed  by  a  few  inches  to  make  the  dis- 
tance, and  the  ball  went  to  the  substitutes. 

It  did  them  little  good,  for  on  a  lateral  pass 
Garry  jumped  high  into  the  air,  speared  the 
ball  and  went  over  the  goal  line  for  the  second 
touchdown  of  the  game. 

Booster  kicked  the  goal,  and  the  score  was 
thirteen  to  nothing  in  favor  of  the  regulars. 

A  little  later  the  scrubs  lost  the  ball,  when 
Ellison  was  forced  out  of  bounds  on  the  regu- 
lars' seventeen-yard  line.  Garry  took  Bill's 
toss  for  a  gain  of  twenty  yards.  Then  Garry 
in  turn  threw  a  pass  to  Rooster,  who  ran  it 
to  the  scrubs '  forty-five  yard  line.  This  worked 
so  well,  that  on  the  next  play  he  tried  it  again, 
this  time  to  Nat,  who  made  a  brilliant  run  of 
twenty-three  yards. 

The  star  play  of  the  game  followed  a  mo- 
ment later.  The  signal  had  been  given  to 
Rooster  to  make  the  toss.  Garry  in  the  mean- 
time had  legged  it  down  the  field  like  an  ex- 
press train,  and,  as  the  ball  neared  him,  was 
sandwiched  in  between  Ellison  and  Bonner  of 
the  scrubs. 

They  tried  to  intercept  the  pass,  but  Garry 
straight-armed  Bonner,  bowled  over  Ellison, 
leaped  high  in  the  air  and  fell  across  the  goal 
line  for  a  touchdown! 


CHAPTER  Xn 

Starting  the  Season 

A  roar  of  applause  followed  this  play,  and  it 
was  renewed  a  moment  later  when  Garry  kicked 
the  goal. 

The  regulars  were  a  clear  twenty  points  to 
the  good,  and  it  looked  as  though  a  whitewash 
were  looming  up  for  the  hapless  scrubs. 

The  end  of  the  scoring  was  not  yet  in  sight, 
as  far  as  the  regulars  were  concerned. 

In  the  next  quarter  Rooster  made  a  fine  run 
of  twenty-four  yards  that  brought  the  ball  to 
the  scrubs'  twenty-eight-yard  line.  Then  Garry 
whirled  a  pass  down  to  Pete  for  a  first  down 
on  the  scrubs'  fourteen-yard  mark. 

A  moment  later  Garry  made  a  superb  toss 
to  Rooster,  who  carried  the  ball  to  within  three 
yards  of  the  scrubs'  goal. 

Here  the  second  string  men  braced  desper- 
ately. Nolan  dived  in  at  right  tackle  and  was 
smeared.  Pete  hit  between  left  tackle  and  end 
and  was  thrown  for  the  loss  of  a  yard.  Rooster 
gained  a  yard,  but  could  do  no  better  against 
the  fierce  resistance  the  * l  under-dogs "  were 

putting  up  just  then. 

no 
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Then  Garry  took  the  ball  himself  and  plunged 
into  the  line  like  a  thunderbolt,  dragging  half 
the  scrub  team  on  his  back,  and  went  over  the 
line  for  the  fourth  touchdown  of  the  game. 

The  last  touchdown,  too,  for  Bill  had  scarcely 
kicked  the  goal  before  the  whistle  blew  for  the 
end  of  the  game.  The  regulars  had  triumphed 
over  the  scrubs  by  a  score  of  twenty-seven  to 
nothing ! 

A  ringing  cheer  greeted  the  victory  of  the 
regulars,  and  generous  applause,  blended  with 
sympathy,  was  given  to  the  scrubs.  They  had 
fought  hard,  but  had  simply  been  outclassed. 

"Well,  you  licked  us,  all  right,"  smiled  Frank 
Ellison  a  bit  sheepishly,  as  he  shook  hands  with 
Nat  Eobine. 

"You  had  us  scared,  though,  at  one  time," 
laughed  Nat.  "You  got  altogether  too  close 
to  our  goal  line  for  comfort  in  that  second 
quarter.  It  surely  looked  as  though  you  were 
going  to  score." 

"Both  teams  did  well,"  put  in  Eodney. 
"The  scrubs  were  beaten,  but  not  disgraced. 
They  may  turn  the  tables  on  the  regulars  the 
next  time  they  meet." 

Congratulations  were  showered  on  Garry 
from  every  side,  as  he  and  his  chums  moved 
away  from  the  field.  Many  had  done  well,  but 
his  throwing  and  punting  and  line  bucking  had 
put  him  in  a  class  by  himself.  Most  of  the 
plays  that  had  ended  in  touchdowns  had  been 
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originated  by  Mm.  Apart  altogether  from  in- 
dividual plays,  his  spirit  and  energy  had 
stirred  his  mates  to  put  all  they  had  into  the 
game. 

' i  Gee,  Garry,  there  were  times  there  when  we 
were  the  whole  team!"  declared  Pete. 

"Nonsense,"  disclaimed  Garry.  "All  the 
fellows  showed  a  lot  of  football  stuff.  They 
fought  almost  as  hard  as  they  would  have  done, 
if  they  had  been  playing  Franklin  or  Maltby. 
I  feel  more  sure  than  ever  now  that  when  we 
meet  those  babies,  we're  going  to  give  them  a 
licking. ' ' 

There  had  been  a  "traitors'  bench"  in  the 
stands,  as  there  had  been  in  the  gym.  From 
the  corner  in  which  Joe  Roper  and  his  cronies 
had  been  sitting,  a  hate  for  Garry  and  his 
chums  had  found  vent  in  spiteful  and  malicious 
criticisms. 

These,  however,  had  been  in  carefully  low- 
ered tones,  for  they  were  surrounded  by  loyal 
students  of  Passmore  who  were  wild  with  en- 
thusiasm for  their  team  and  would  have  given 
them  rough  handling,  if  they  had  heard  any 
adverse  opinion  of  the  men  who  were  trying  to 
uphold  Passmore 's  colors  on  the  gridiron. 

"That  fellow  Grayson  has  a  fool's  luck," 
growled  Toodle  Swink.  "Right  in  the  rough- 
est part  of  all  the  scrimmages,  and  yet  never 
seems  to  wrench  a  leg  or  break  a  collar-bone." 

"Aw,  the  scrubs  don't  tackle  him  as  hard  as 
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they  do  the  other  fellows/'  snarled  Eoper. 
"They're  afraid  if  they  do  he'll  use  his  influ- 
ence to  keep  them  off  the  regular  team,  if  they 
have  a  chance  to  make  it." 

"He  sure  has  them  all  buffaloed,"  com- 
mented Pudge  Allen. 

"They  think  he's  the  Four  Horsemen," 
grumbled  Swink.    "They  make  me  sick." 

"If  Passmore  wins  the  championship  again 
this  year,  there'll  be  no  living  in  the  college 
with  that  guy,"  cried  Busby,  another  member 
of  the  growling  group. 

"He's  a  four-flusher,"  snapped  Eoper.  "He 
makes  easy  plays  look  hard  just  to  get  the 
boobs  shouting.  He  isn't  half  as  good  as  he 
thinks  he  is." 

"Well,  even  the  biggest  balloons  can  be 
busted,"  observed  Swink.  "The  only  thing  is 
to  find  the  thing  to  bust  them  with." 

"That  isn't  as  easy  as  it  sounds,"  said 
Pudge  Allen  disconsolately.  - '  Everything  that 's 
been  tried  so  far  doesn't  seem  to  have  done 
the  least  bit  of  good.  Grayson's  still  riding 
high  and  sitting  pretty,  and  the  boobs  here 
think  he's  the  biggest  thing  that  ever  hap- 
pened." 

"  'Humpty  Dumpty  sat  on  a  wall,'  "  mur- 
mured Eoper. 

"What's  that  got  to  do  with  it?"  queried 
Busby. 

"Don't  you  remember  what  comes  after?" 
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replied  Roper.  ' '  *  Humpty  Dumpty  had  a  great 
fall.'" 

"Talk  sense,"  grunted  Allen. 

"  'All  the  king's  horses  and  all  the  king's 
men,  couldn't  put  Humpty  Dumpty  up  again,'  " 
Roper  completed  the  nursery  rhyme.  "Well, 
that's  what's  going  to  happen  to  this  particu- 
lar Humpty  Dumpty." 

"You're  just  hoping  that,"  declared  Swink, 
"and  there  isn't  much  nourishment  in  hoping." 

"Oh,  I  guess  it's  a  little  more  than  hope,  eh, 
Jack?"  replied  Roper,  with  a  significant  wink 
at  Spinkler. 

"Bet  your  life,"  returned  that  individual. 

"Do  you  really  mean  that  you  have  a  plan 
that'll  work,  Joe?"  asked  Toodle  Swink. 

"Nothing  else  but,"  answered  Roper  impor- 
tantly. 

"What  is  it?"  they  asked  in  chorus. 

"Never  you  mind,"  was  the  rejoinder.  "If 
I  should  give  you  an  earful  now,  some  of  you 
guys  might  spill  it,  and  then  it  would  be  all  off. 
You  just  leave  it  to  little  Joe.  Follow  me  and 
you'll  wear  diamonds." 

%/ 

"All  we've  got  so  far  is  glass  that  you  can 
buy  by  the  bushel  in  the  ten  cent  store,"  snorted 
Allen  unbelievingly. 

"When  does  this  plan  that  your  massive  in- 
tellect has  conceived  come  off?"  queried  Swink 
sarcastically. 

"It'll  come  off  a  little  at  a  time  at  first,"  re- 
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plied  Eoper,  "and  then '11  come  the  grand 
smash.  In  the  meantime,  when  I  say  'bet/  you 
bet.  When  I  say  'lay  off,'  you  lay  off.  Under- 
stand?" 

"We  understand,"  answered  Swink  wearily. 

"You  tell  'em,  Jack,"  urged  Eoper.  "Is  it 
good  or  isn't  it  good?    Just  tell  'em  that." 

"It's  good,"  agreed  Spinkler. 

With  these  cryptic  utterances  the  gang  for 
the  time  had  to  be  content. 

The  first  game  of  the  regular  season,  the  one 
with  Haven,  was  to  come  off  in  two  weeks,  and 
in  the  interval  Rodney  drove  his  men  on  un- 
sparingly. 

"Don't  rely  on  the  fact  that  we  beat  Haven 
last  year,"  he  warned  his  players.  "That 
doesn't  mean  a  thing.  Even  at  that,  we  didn't 
have  much  of  a  margin,  and  they  may  be  a  good 
deal  stronger  this  year.  In  football  the  team 
that  takes  things  for  granted  is  the  team  that 
gets  licked.  I  want  you  to  fight  every  inch 
of  the  way  from  the  time  the  whistle  blows." 

The  game  with  the  scrubs  and  two  more  that 
followed  revealed  some  weak  points,  and  he 
drilled  them  incessantly  to  overcome  these.  He 
made  some  slight  changes,  too,  in  the  teams. 

Enslow  had  not  been  doing  so  well,  and  for 
the  time  he  was  sent  back  to  the  scrubs,  while 
Frank  Ellison,  the  scrub  captain,  was  put  in 
Enslow 's  place  at  right  end  on  the  regulars. 
Two  of  the  scrubs  also  were  replaced,  and  one 
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of  the  new  men  that  replaced  them  was  Jack 
Spinkler. 

The  latter  had  been  trying  hard  ever  since 
his  first  mysterious  talk  with  Joe  Eoper,  and 
his  work  had  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
coach.  Eodney  needed  more  "beef"  in  the 
scrub  line,  and  "beef"  was  what  Spinkler  had 
more  than  anything  else. 

He  was  by  no  means  a  brilliant  player,  but 
his  weight  made  him  hard  to  upset,  and  he 
showed  a  willingness  to  learn.  He  was  boast- 
ful, or  he  would  not  have  been  Spinkler,  and 
he  was  by  no  means  popular  with  his  mates. 
He  no  longer  made  ridiculous  claims,  however, 
that  had  aroused  the  mirth  of  Garry  and  his 
chums,  when  they  had  been  sojourning  at  Bass 
Lake,  and  they  generously  tried  to  stifle  the 
dislike  they  had  then  felt  for  him. 

"We  must  forget  all  that,"  said  Garry,  as  he 
was  talking  the  matter  over  with  Bill  and 
Rooster.  "He's  a  Passmore  man  now,  and  he's 
probably  ashamed  of  the  talk  he  used  the  first 
day  he  came  here.  That  may  have  been  due 
to  Joe  Roper's  influence  more  than  to  anything 
else.  He  got  off  on  the  wrong  foot,  but  there's 
no  use  holding  it  against  him." 

"I  suppose  not,"  acquiesced  Rooster,  "but 
there's  something  about  the  fellow  that  makes 
me  bristle,  whenever  I  come  near  him." 

"We  have  to  admit  that  he's  trying,"  re- 
marked Bill,  "so  we'll  let  bygones  be  bygones." 
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Spinkler  himself  seemed  willing  to  bury  the 
hatchet  and  even  tried  in  a  clumsy  way  to  in- 
gratiate himself  with  the  trio.  They  were  civil 
to  him  and  let  it  go  at  that. 

The  day  for  the  game  dawned  bright  and 
clear,  with  just  enough  of  a  crisp  tang  in  the 
air  to  make  it  ideal  for  football.  The  Passmore 
gridiron  was  in  perfect  condition  and  from  the 
earliest  streak  of  dawn  the  college  was  on  edge 
with  excitement. 

"Just  the  weather  for  speed,  Garry,"  ex- 
ulted Rooster.  "Here's  where  you  ought  to 
shine." 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  laughed  Garry.  "It 
will  be  just  as  good  for  the  other  fellows.  I 
hear  that  Eankin,  the  Haven  fullback,  is  a  whiz 
at  getting  down  the  field." 

"They'll  be  wild  to  get  back  at  us  for  beating 
them  last  year,"  surmised  Bill,  as  he  examined 
the  cleats  of  his  shoes. 

"So  much  the  better,"  replied  Garry.  "The 
harder  they  fight,  the  more  fun  there'll  be  in 
licking  them.  And  lick  them  we  must.  It'll 
mean  a  lot  to  us  to  get  the  jump  on  the  season. " 

Long  before  the  time  for  the  game  to  begin, 
the  stands  began  to  fill,  and  by  the  time  it 
actually  started  they  were  crowded. 

No  student  would  have  stayed  away  from 
that  game,  unless  he  were  sick.  They  all  had 
come  equipped  with  cowbells  and  horns  and  all 
sorts  of  weird  noise-producing  devices  ready 
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to  be  used  on  the  slightest  provocation  or,  for 
that  matter,  with  no  provocation  at  all.  There 
were  pretty  girls  galore,  and  their  rosy  cheeks 
and  sparkling  eyes  and  gay  attire  adorned  the 
stands  with  vivid  flashes  of  color.  None  of 
them  were  prettier  than  Cora  and  Ruth  and 
Alice. 

The  Haven  boys  had  come  over  in  force,  ac- 
companied by  their  band,  and  they  packed  the 
stands  that  had  been  allotted  to  them,  appar- 
ently as  chockfull  of  confidence  as  the  Passmore 
rooters.  From  time  to  time  they  split  the  skies 
with  their  college  yells  and  were  answered  with 
similar  demonstrations  by  the  partisans  of  the 
home  team.  It  was  thrilling  to  the  extreme. 
Youth,  ebullient  youth,  glorious  youth,  without 
a  care  in  the  world,  eyes  shining,  faces  alight, 
hearts  beating  fast,  life  flowing  hot  in  their 
veins ! 

Special  boxes  in  the  stand  had  been  reserved 
for  the  faculty  members  of  both  colleges,  and 
they  seemed  to  have  turned  out  quite  as  fully 
in  proportion  to  their  numbers  as  the  students 
themselves.  There  were  no  horns  or  cowbells 
there,  but  the  sedate  conversation  that  was  be- 
ing carried  on  could  not  disguise  the  fact  that 
they  were,  to  use  Rooster's  irreverent  simile, 
11 stirred  to  the  toes."  This  was  not  surpris- 
ing, for  no  one,  however  staid  or  prim,  could 
escape  the  contagion  of  the  enthusiasm  that 
swept  in  a  wave  over  the  field. 
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The  Haven  team,  as  visitors,  came  out  on 
the  field  first  for  practice,  and  were  greeted 
with  roars  of  applause  from  their  partisans 
as  they  went  through  signals  and  practiced  fall- 
ing on  the  ball.  They  were  full  of  snap  and 
ginger,  and  it  was  apparent  to  even  the  most 
dyed-in-the-wool  Passmore  rooter  that  they 
were  primed  to  the  minute. 

The  shouts  that  had  greeted  them  were  as 
nothing  to  the  tumultuous  greeting  that  the 
home  boys  received  when  they  in  turn  came 
trotting  out  for  their  limbering  up  practice. 
The  stands  went  wild.  If  Passmore  lost  that 
day  it  would  not  be  due  to  any  lack  of  backing 
by  their  loyal  mates  and  admirers. 

The  signal  was  given.  Nat  and  Miller,  the 
Haven  captain,  met  in  the  middle  of  the  field 
and  tossed  a  coin.  Haven  won  the  toss  and 
elected  to  kick  off. 

Caldwell  sent  a  long  kick  down  the  field. 
Rooster  caught  it  on  the  goal  line  and  ran  it 
back  to  his  own  twenty-yard  line  before  he  was 
downed. 

Pete  dived  at  left  tackle  and  made  four  yards. 
Garry  threw  a  lateral  pass  to  Nolan,  who 
slipped  as  he  caught  it,  but  recovered  instantly 
and  carried  the  ball  to  the  thirty-three-yard 
line  for  the  first  down. 

It  was  an  auspicious  beginning  for  the  home 
team  and  the  Passmore  rooters  cheered  lustily. 

Garry  skirted  right  end  for  five  yards.  Nolan 
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tried  to  get  through  left  guard,  but  was  thrown 
back  for  a  loss  of  a  yard.  Pete  hit  right  tackle 
for  two  yards. 

Then  Garry  took  the  ball  and  in  a  lightning 
dash  around  left  end,  evading  tacklers  right 
and  left,  made  twenty-seven  yards  before  he 
was  brought  to  earth  on  Haven's  thirty-four- 
yard  line. 

The  ball  was  in  enemy  territory  now  and 
Haven  was  trying  desperately  to  stay  the  Pass- 
more  advance. 

Eooster  plunged  into  a  hole  that  Big  Bill 
made  for  him  at  center  and  gained  three  yards. 
Four  more  were  added  on  a  reverse  play  of 
Nat  to  Burnaby.  Nolan,  however,  was  smeared 
when  he  tried  to  get  through  left  tackle.  On 
the  next  play  a  pass  of  Garry  to  Rooster  was 
intercepted,  and  Haven  had  the  ball  on  its  own 
nineteen-yard  line. 

They  did  not  hold  it  long,  for  on  a  fumble 
from  center  to  left  end  Rooster  recovered  the 
ball  on  the  eighteen-yard  line. 

Pete  faded  away  to  a  long  distance  behind 
his  line  of  scrimmage  and  threw.  Garry  darted 
out  from  his  own  left  end,  took  the  ball  on  the 
run  and  ran  eight  yards  to  carry  it  over  the  line 
for  a  touchdown. 

First  blood  had  been  drawn  by  Passmore, 
and  the  crowds  in  the  home  stands  went  crazy, 
while  their  song  boomed  down  the  field : 
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"Passmore!   Passmore!  Passmore  Tech! 
They're  the  boys  that  sweep  the  deck. 
Up  and  at  'em !    Slash  and  bat  'em ! 
Passmore !    Passmore !    Passmore ! ' ' 

Booster  kicked  the  goal  from  a  difficult  angle, 
and  the  score  was  seven  to  nothing  in  favor 
of  the  home  team. 

"Gee,  that  was  a  rattling  play,  Garry!" 
ejaculated  Bill,  as  the  ball  was  brought  out  for 
action.    "You  caught  those  fellows  flatfooted." 

"Pete  threw  it  beautifully,"  was  Garry's 
tribute.  "He  had  it  timed  to  the  fraction  of  a 
second." 

Garry  kicked  off  to  Kane,  who  caught  the  ball 
within  seven  yards  of  his  goal  and  ran  it  back 
to  the  twenty-five-yard  line. 

Rankin  made  a  savage  plunge  through  right 
tackle  for  a  gain  of  seven  yards.  Miller  was 
thrown  for  the  loss  of  a  yard.  Rooster  stopped 
a  reverse  play  by  Caldwell  that  gained  only  a 
yard.  Then  Rankin  kicked  to  Pete,  who  caught 
it  on  his  own  seventeen-yard  line  and  ran  it 
back  ten  yards  before  he  was  downed. 

Garry  stormed  through  for  eight  yards,  car- 
rying half  the  Haven  team  on  his  back.  Rooster 
made  it  the  first  down  by  adding  two  more  at 
left  end. 

The  Haven  line  stiffened,  and  Nolan  was 
knocked  back  like  a  rubber  ball,  when  he  made 
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a  dive  at  center,  losing  three  yards  on  the  play. 
Pete  was  smeared  and  Rooster  had  no  better 
luck.  Garry  punted  out  of  bounds  on  Haven's 
twenty-seven-yard  line. 

The  Haven  boys  were  fighting  hard  now,  and 
Rankin  circled  right  end  for  seven  yards.  Cald- 
well added  two  more  on  a  reverse  play.  Pass- 
more  was  off-side  and  suffered  a  penalty,  the 
ball  being  advanced  to  Haven's  forty-one-yard 
line. 

Kane  picked  up  three  at  left  tackle,  and  a 
moment  later  added  eight  more  by  a  sparkling 
run  around  the  end. 

The  ball  was  now  in  Passmore's  territory 
and  the  hopes  of  the  Haven  partisans  revived. 
Yells  of  encouragement  came  from  their  stands 
and  their  band  struck  up  a  college  song. 

The  visitors'  enthusiasm  increased,  when 
Miller  swept  about  right  end  for  eleven  yards 
and  another  first  down. 

Rankin  came  from  end  on  a  reverse  play  for 
the  gain  of  a  yard.  A  try  by  Caldwell  at  the 
right  end  of  the  line  added  two  more.  Then 
Lockett  at  center  made  a  bad  pass  and  the  ball 
bounded  over  the  field  and  behind  all  the  backs. 

Rankin  sprinted  for  it,  picked  up  the  ball, 
while  Nat  Robine  and  Frank  Ellison,  the  Pass- 
more  ends,  were  converging  on  him,  and  while 
on  a  dead  run,  kicked  it  over  the  Passmore  line 
for  a  touchback,  thus  saving  a  lot  of  yardage 
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for  his  team.  Passmore  took  the  ball  on  its 
own  twenty-yard  line. 

After  Passmore  shifted  to  the  left  on  the 
next  play,  Garry  took  the  ball,  hit  the  right 
side  of  the  line,  plunged  through  a  hole  that 
Big  Bill  and  Peel  opened  for  him  and  was 
clear. 

He  reversed  his  field  and  started  for  the 
Haven  goal  eighty  yards  away. 

Behind  him  thundered  the  Haven  team  like 
a  pack  of  wolves  on  the  trail  of  a  deer! 


CHAPTEE  XIII 

Getting  the  Jump 

On  went  Garry,  on  like  the  wind. 

Line  after  line  of  white  yardage  he  crossed. 
Behind  him  came  both  teams,  Haven  pursuing, 
the  Passmore  interference  plunging  into  them, 
holding  him  back,  dragging  them  down,  bowl- 
ing them  over. 

Garry's  strategy  had  taken  the  enemy  so  by 
surprise  that,  after  eluding  a  tackle  by  Cald- 
well, there  was  no  one  between  him  and  the 
goal.  Once  give  Garry  Grayson  a  start  and 
there  was  no  one  on  that  field  that  could  out- 
foot  him. 

Forty!  Fifty!  Sixty!  Seventy!  Thirty 
yards  yet  to  go.  The  Passmore  rooters  were 
on  their  feet,  yelling  like  mad! 

The  cheers  died  away  in  groans,  as  Garry's 
foot  slipped  and  he  went  down. 

He  was  going  at  such  a  rate  that  he  turned 
a  complete  somersault  and  came  up  on  his  feet 
again  like  a  rubber  ball,  but  the  precious  pig- 
skin was  still  tightly  clutched  under  his  arm. 

He  staggered  a  moment,  shook  his  dizzy  head 
until  it  cleared,  and  sped  on  toward  the  goal 
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line,  spurred  to  still  greater  speed  by  the  sound 
of  padding  feet  behind  him,  the  feet  of  the  agile 
halfback,  Caldwell,  who  had  gained  in  the  few 
seconds  lost  by  Garry. 

Twenty  feet  yet  to  go!    Ten! 

Caldwell  launched  himself  into  the  air  in  one 
last  despairing  leap  at  Garry's  back. 

The  extended  arms  clutched  only  empty  air, 
and  the  next  instant  Garry  had  plunged  over 
the  line  for  the  second  touchdown  of  the  game. 

Pandemonium  was  in  the  Passmore  stands  as 
Garry,  flushed  and  panting,  rose  to  his  feet  and 
brushed  the  dirt  from  his  clothes.  The  home 
band  struck  up,  "I  loved  you  then,  I  love  you 
now,  I  love  you  now  and  then." 

Big  Bill  kicked  the  goal,  and  the  score  was 
fourteen  to  nothing  in  favor  of  Passmore.  Be- 
fore the  ball  could  be  put  into  play  again,  the 
whistle  blew  and  the  first  quarter  was  ended. 

Garry's  jubilant  mates  mauled  and  pounded 
him,  and  Eodney,  though  less  demonstrative, 
was  no  less  delighted. 

" Great  work,  Grayson!"  he  commended. 
' '  That  run  down  the  field  was  a  beauty.  Keep 
it  up." 

"That  was  a  regular  loop  the  loop,"  chuckled 
Booster.  "I  thought  you  were  gone  for  fair 
when  you  made  that  tumble." 

"Can't  keep  a  good  man  down,"  exulted 
Bill.  "I  guess  those  fourteen  points  to  the 
good  will  hold  them  for  a  while." 
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"  Just  as  well  to  add  a  few  more  points  while 
we're  about  it,"  declared  Pete. 

No  more  points  were  added  in  the  second 
quarter,  for  the  Haven  boys  took  a  desperate 
brace  and  held  their  enemies  scoreless,  although 
for  most  of  the  time  the  play  was  in  the  Haven 
territory.  Never  once  in  that  period  was  the 
Passmore  line  even  threatened. 

During  the  first  part  of  the  quarter  there  were 
alternate  advances  and  retreats  on  the  part  of 
both  teams,  the  ball  passing  from  side  to  side 
without  any  gain  of  importance  being  reg- 
istered. 

Then  Passmore  opened  up  a  running  game, 
with  Garry  and  Eooster  alternating  off  the 
Haven  ends  and  pressing  the  visitors  steadily 
back,  despite  their  vigorous  resistance  until, 
in  a  steady  procession  down  the  field,  they 
reached  the  Haven  one-yard  line  and  a  score 
seemed  inevitable. 

Just  at  that  juncture  fate  stepped  in  to  hand 
the  Haven  boys  a  break  in  the  form  of  a  fifteen- 
yard  penalty. 

Even  then  Garry  passed  to  Pete  for  what 
seemed  to  be  a  touchdown,  but  the  home  team 
was  off-side  and  was  penalized  lave  yards  in 
consequence. 

The  next  play  was  a  pass  that  Kane  knocked 
down  and  Haven  took  the  ball.  Two  attempts 
failed  to  gain  and  Clifton  kicked  to  safety  in 
mid-field  just  as  the  period  ended. 
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"We  have  'em  going,"  declared  Booster,  as 
the  weary  warriors  rested  between  halves. 
"See  the  way  we  pushed  them  down  the  field 
almost  to  their  goal  line?" 

"It  was  only  that  confounded  penalty  that 
queered  us,"  grumbled  Bill.  "We  weren't  do- 
ing any  holding,  to  speak  of.  A  fifteen-yard 
set-back,  when  we  were  just  on  the  point  of 
scoring!" 

"Oh,  well,  we  mustn't  kick  at  the  decision," 
observed  Garry.  "We'll  get  our  own  breaks 
when  the  time  comes.  In  the  long  run  those 
things  usually  even  up." 

The  Haven  boys  opened  the  third  quarter 
as  though  they  were  going  to  carry  all  before 
them. 

Finding  that  the  Passmore  line  was  holding 
like  a  steam  shovel  and  that  all  their  attacks 
on  it  were  beaten  back  either  for  trifling  gains 
or  oftener  for  a  positive  loss,  the  visitors  re- 
sorted to  the  aerial  attack  and  for  a  time  with 
a  degree  of  success  that  sent  a  thrill  of  appre- 
hension to  the  hearts  of  the  Passmore  sup- 
porters. 

So  savage  and  sustained  was  the  attack  by 
the  air  route  that  Haven  advanced  steadily 
down  the  field  for  one  first  down  after  another, 
until  they  had  reached  the  Passmore  twenty- 
yard  line  and  their  rooters  were  frantically  be- 
seeching them  to  put  the  ball  over. 

Then   one   of   the   breaks   that   Garry  had 
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prophesied  came  to  the  aid  of  the  home  team 
and  Haven  lost  the  ball  on  a  fumble.  Nolan 
kicked  to  mid-field  and  the  partisans  of  Pass- 
more  breathed  more  freely. 

The  visitors  refused  to  be  disheartened  and 
started  another  drive  for  the  Passmore  goal, 
getting  as  far  as  the  thirty-yard  line,  with  good 
prospects  of  going  farther. 

At  this  juncture,  however,  the  forward  pass 
that  they  had  been  using  so  effectively  proved 
their  undoing,  for  when  Miller  hurled  one  to 
Sharpe,  Big  Bill  broke  through,  grabbed  the 
ball  and  scooted  down  to  the  Haven  goal  for 
the  third  touchdown  of  the  game.  A  moment 
later  Pete  kicked  the  goal,  and  the  total  Pass- 
more  tally  was  twenty-one,  while  the  visitors 
had  not  scored  a  single  point. 

A  punting  duel  followed,  with  Garry  getting 
the  better  of  the  exchanges  with  Rankin  for 
the  two  minutes  before  the  period  ended,  with- 
out further  scoring. 

"Only  a  miracle  can  save  them  now!"  ejacu- 
lated Joe  Burnaby,  while  the  elevens  were  tak- 
ing breath. 

"It  looks  that  way,"  agreed  Garry,  "but 
even  miracles  or  what  seem  to  be  miracles 
sometimes  happen,  and  we  musn't  let  down  for 
a  minute." 

It  was  evident  from  the  very  beginning  of 
the  final  period  that  Haven  had  shot  its  bolt. 

The  Passmore  boys,  scenting  victory  in  the 
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air,  were  simply  unstoppable.    They  ran  rings 
around  their  opponents  and  scored  almost  at 

will. 

Before  the  home  team's  fierce  attacks,  the 
Haven  line  crumpled  like  paper.  Eelying 
chiefly  on  bucking  the  line,  the  Passmore  backs, 
headed  by  Garry,  tore  through  the  defense  for 
one  first  down  after  another  and  accounted  for 
one  more  touchdown  on  an  off-tackle  play. 

A  little  later  a  driving  attack,  with  Garry, 
Pete  and  Booster  reeling  off  the  yards,  brought 
the  ball  to  the  Haven  five-yard  line,  where  a 
savage  plunge  by  Garry  carried  him  over  the 
line  standing  up. 

A  poor  pass  from  center  slipped  through 
Clifton's  hands  and  was  recovered  by  Pass- 
more  on  Haven's  twenty-four-yard  line.  On 
the  next  play  Garry  drove  through  a  hole  that 
Big  Bill  and  Ernest  Peel  made  for  him  and 
tore  like  a  tiger  into  all  opposition,  until  he 
had  made  fifteen  yards.  From  there  a  quick 
toss  to  Pete  added  another  touchdown  to  Pass- 
more 's  growing  total. 

"Gee!"  panted  Booster  happily,  as  the  ball 
was  brought  out  for  play.  "This  started  like 
a  fight.    It's  ending  in  a  massacre!" 


CHAPTER  XIV 

Buckling  Down 

"Certainly  is  a  slaughter,"  grinned  Garry 
happily.  "We're  hardly  letting  them  keep 
their  shirts!" 

Even  those  indispensable  articles  were,  fig- 
uratively, badly  torn  a  few  minutes  later,  when 
Garry  leaped  high  into  the  air,  speared  a  pass 
and  scurried  down  the  field  like  a  frightened 
jack  rabbit,  plunging  over  the  line  for  a  final 
touchdown,  just  before  the  whistle  blew  for  the 
ending  of  the  game. 

Passmore  had  conquered  by  a  score  of  forty- 
seven  to  nothing  in  the  first  game  of  the  season ! 

With  a  roar  the  Passmore  rooters  swooped 
down  on  the  field,  hoisted  their  victorious  favor- 
ites on  their  shoulders  and  carried  them  around 
the  gridiron,  singing  their  favorite  college  foot- 
ball song.  It  was  only  by  dint  of  pleading  and 
urging  that  the  triumphant  players  were  at  last 
released  and  permitted  to  go  to  their  quarters 
in  the  gym  to  use  the  showers. 

There  the  jubilation  was  renewed  by  the 
members  of  the  team,  who  were  almost  inco- 
herent with  joy  over  their  victory.    They  were. 
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bruised  and  weary  and  sore,  but  happy  be- 
yond words. 

" That's  what  you  call  getting  the  jump  on 
the  season,"  crowed  Eooster. 

"Oh,  boy,  what  we  did  do  to  them,"  exulted 
Bill. 

"Ban  rings  around  them,"  chortled  Rooster. 
"That  is,  Garry  did.  Gee,  Garry,  you  weren't 
running  today.     You  were  flying." 

"The  only  time  they  threw  a  scare  into  us 
was  when  they  tried  the  air  route  in  the  third 
quarter,"  put  in  Pete.  "They  surely  gained  a 
lot  of  yardage  and  had  us  guessing  for  a  while." 

"It  was  that  long  run  of  Garry's  that  broke 
their  hearts,"  observed  Joe  Burnaby.  "To  see 
him  make  that  somersault  and  come  right  side 
up  and  keep  on  running  was  too  much  for  them. 
They  hadn't  thought  they'd  be  called  on  to 
meet  anything  like  that." 

Rodney  was  quite  as  delighted  as  his  charges 
and  was  not  at  all  chary  in  his  praise. 

"I'm  proud  of  you  boys,"  he  beamed.  "You 
did  yourselves  and  the  college  credit.  It's  a 
great  thing  to  win  the  first  game  of  the  season 
and  to  do  it  so  impressively.  You  have  a  right 
to  rejoice  in  it.  Don't  forget,  after  all,  that 
it's  only  one  game.  There  are  four  more  to 
come  and  some  of  them  will  be  against  fiercer 
opposition  than  you  had  today.  Franklin  is 
next,  you  know,  and  she's  not  to  be  sneezed  at. 
You  remember  what  a  fight  she  gave  you  last 
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year.  From  what  IVe  heard  she's  stronger 
now  than  she  was  then. 

"I  noted  a  number  of  things  today  in  our 
playing  that  could  be  improved  upon.  I'll  talk 
to  you  about  them  later.  For  the  present,  just 
enjoy  your  victory  to  the  full.  You'll  have  to- 
morrow to  rest  up  in  and  there  won't  be  any 
practice  on  Monday.  Beginning  Tuesday  we'll 
start  in  getting  ready  for  the  Franklin  game. 

"This  game  today  has  given  you  confidence. 
You've  tested  your  strength  and  found  it  would 
stand  the  strain.  I  want  you  to  have  confi- 
dence. A  team  that  lacks  it  is  licked  before  it 
starts.  The  most  dangerous  thing  in  the  world 
is  over-confidence.  That's  what  you  want  to 
guard  against.  Beware  of  the  swelled  head. 
The  more  a  balloon  swells  up,  the  nearer  it  is 
to  bursting." 

The  boys  listened  to  him  with  respect  and 
agreed  with  him  in  principle.  All  the  same, 
they  would  not  have  been  human,  if  they  had 
not  been  inclined  to  strut  a  little  and  throw 
out  their  chests.  For  the  time  being  they  were 
the  heroes  of  the  college,  and  the  laudations 
that  were  showered  on  them  by  their  mates 
were  pleasant  in  the  extreme. 

There  were  no  congratulations,  however, 
from  Joe  Roper  and  his  knot  of  cronies.  The 
glory  that  had  been  gained  by  Garry,  espe- 
cially in  that  game,  was  gall  and  wormwood  to 
them. 
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It  would  not  have  been  safe  for  them  in  the 
exalted  state  of  college  sentiment  to  have  ex- 
pressed their  feelings  openly,  but  they  made  up 
for  that  by  their  snarling  criticisms  among 
themselves. 

"That  fellow  must  have  a  rabbit's  foot  con- 
cealed about  him  somewhere, "  growled  Swink. 

"Any  other  guy  that  made  that  somersault 
would  have  had  a  broken  collarbone  to  show 
for  it,"  grumbled  Pudge  Allen.  "He  just 
comes  up  smiling  and  a  bigger  hero  than  ever 
in  the  eyes  of  the  boobs  who  think  the  sun  rises 
and  sets  on  him. ' ' 

"I  hoped  that  maybe  he'd  gone  stale  in  va- 
cation," muttered  Busby,  "but  he  seems  to  be 
playing  harder  and  better  than  ever." 

"Every  dog  has  his  day,"  growled  Eoper, 
"and  Garry  Grayson's  having  his.  It's  going 
to  end  pretty  soon.  He's  bound  to  come  a 
cropper,  and  don't  you  forget  it." 

"That's  what  you've  been  saying  for  a  year 
past,"  growled  Toodle  Swink.  "Can't  you  get 
a  new  song?  Or  set  the  words  to  different 
music?    As  a  prophet  you're  a  washout." 

"I  am,  am  I?"  flared  Eoper.  "You'll  find 
out  before  long  whether  I  am  or  not.  How 
about  it,  Jack?"  turning  to  Spinkler. 

"We'll  show  'em,"  returned  Spinkler. 

"What  have  you  fellows  got  between  you?" 
asked  Allen,  his  eyes  turning  curiously  from 
one  to  the  other. 
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"Yes,  why  the  mystery  ?"  put  in  Busby. 
"Spill  it." 

" There  isn't  any  mystery,"  grunted  Swink 
unbelievingly.  "They're  just  putting  up  a 
bluff." 

"You'll  find  out  whether  it's  a  bluff  or  not," 
growled  Roper,  who  seemed  to  regret  his  appeal 
to  Spinkler.  "Come  along,  Jack,  and  leave 
these  boneheads  to  themselves." 

The  first  thing  that  Garry  and  his  chums  did 
after  getting  into  their  street  clothes,  follow- 
ing the  game,  was  to  go  down  to  the  telegraph 
office  and  learn  how  the  other  games  in  the 
League  had  resulted. 

They  learned  that  Maltby  had  beaten  Rox- 
bury  by  a  score  of  thirteen  to  twelve. 

"Gee,  that's  close!"  ejaculated  Rooster. 

"Both  teams  made  two  touchdowns,  but  the 
only  kick  for  goal  was  made  by  Maltby,  and 
that  gave  them  the  extra  point  they  needed," 
commented  Garry. 

"Just  won  by  the  skin  of  their  teeth,"  ob- 
served Bill.  "That's  nothing  to  write  home 
about. ' ' 

"That  one  point  was  as  good  as  a  hundred," 
remarked  Pete.  "A  victory's  a  victory,  no 
matter  what  the  score.  Now  let's  see  how 
Franklin  and  Nelson  have  come  out." 

"Fifty-four  to  nothing!"  cried  Rooster. 
"That  was  a  walloping  for  fair !  Franklin  just 
tramped  all  over  them." 
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" That's  a  bigger  score  than  the  one  we  piled 
up  over  Haven,"  commented  Garry. 

"I  guess  Eodney  was  right  when  he  said  that 
Franklin  was  not  to  be  sneezed  at,"  observed 
Pete. 

i ' Franklin's  the  next  team  we  have  to  play," 
murmured  Bill.  "I  tell  you,  boys,  we  have  our 
work  cut  out  for  us." 

"I  heard  that  the  Franklin  boys  are  heavier 
in  the  line  than  we  are,"  put  in  Eooster. 

"The  bigger  they  are  the  harder  they  fall," 
declared  Garry.  "We  licked  them  last  year, 
and  if  we  don't  do  it  again,  it  won't  be  for  lack 
of  trying." 

As  they  were  going  over  the  campus  on  their 
way  back  to  their  dormitory,  they  met  Cora, 
Ruth  and  Alice. 

"Oh,  I  think  you  boys  were  just  wonderful 
today!"  exclaimed  Ruth  impulsively. 

"Hush,  Ruth,"  chided  Cora.  "They're  just 
as  sure  of  it  as  you  are.  They  admit  they're 
great  without  argument." 

"Nothing  of  the  kind,"  disclaimed  Garry. 
"We  were  just  kicking  ourselves  because  we 
didn't  make  it  a  hundred  and  forty-seven  in- 
stead of  forty-seven." 

"An  unforgivable  oversight  on  our  part," 
put  in  Bill  with  a  laugh. 

"It  was  a  help  to  have  such  pretty  girls  in 
the  stands  rooting  for  us, ' '  said  Garry.  ' '  Don 't 
you  remember,  Rooster,  how,  whenever  we  felt 
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a  bit  discouraged,  we'd  look  over  at  the  girls 
and  get  a  new  lease  on  life?" 

"Yes,"  agreed  Eooster,  "and  how  every  time 
you  made  a  touchdown  you'd  say,  'This  is  for 
Cora,  this  is  for  Euth,  this  is  for  Alice.'  I 
began  to  think  you  were  going  Mormon.  You 
heard  him,  didn't  you,  Bill?" 

"Sure,"  agreed  Bill.  "I  was  getting 
jealous." 

"You  awful  fibbers!"  cried  Cora.  "I'll  bet 
you  didn't  think  of  us  once." 

"Not  once  but  a  hundred  times,"  declared 
Garry. 

"Deceivers  ever,"  sighed  Alice. 

"Trust  them  to  hang  together,"  observed 
Euth. 

"If  we  didn't,  we'd  hang  separately,"  re- 
marked Bill.  "By  the  way,  how's  the  radio 
getting  along?    Need  any  more  fixing?" 

"I'm  sure  it  must  by  this  time,"  chimec\in 
Garry. 

"They  all  do  every  little  while,"  said  Eooster 
hopefully. 

Cora  laughed. 

"Such  shameless  fishing  for  an  invitation!" 
she  remarked. 

"No  doubt  father  would  be  glad  to  see  them 
any  time,"  suggested  Euth.  "They  could  have 
a  real  cosy  evening  in  the  library,  talking  about 
philosophy  and  higher  education,  the  whatness 
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of  the  who  and  the  whereness  of  the  then. 
The  boys  would  just  dote  on  that." 

"We'd  love  it!"  exclaimed  Garry. 

"Our  favorite  indoor  sport,"  murmured 
Bill. 

"What  could  be  sweeter?"  wondered  Eooster. 

"I'll  tell  you  what,"  suggested  Cora.  "If 
you  boys  beat  Franklin,  you  call  over  that  eve- 
ning to  see  us.  If  Franklin  beats  you,  you  call 
over  to  see  father." 

"  It 's  a  go ! "  cried  Garry.  c '  Franklin 's  licked 
already." 

"We'll  have  to  beat  them  now,"  declared 
Bill. 

"What  a  walloping  they're  in  for!"  gloated 
Rooster. 

A  little  more  gay  persiflage  and  the  girls 
went  on. 

The  Sunday  and  Monday  rest  refreshed  the 
football  warriors  after  their  gruelling  contest, 
and  they  started  in  on  Tuesday  with  renewed 
vigor  for  their  coming  contest  with  Franklin. 

"Those  boys  will  take  some  beating,"  ob- 
served Bill.  "That  fifty-four  to  nothing  score 
over  Nelson  sticks  in  my  crop." 

"It  shows  they're  right  on  edge,"  remarked 
Garry.  "I've  been  reading  the  newspaper  re- 
ports of  that  game  and  it  was  a  dandy.  That 
fullback,  Wallace,  of  theirs  must  be  a  whale  of 
a  player." 
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"For  that  matter  all  their  backs  are  strong," 
chimed  in  Booster.  "Bryan  and  Clifton,  the 
left  and  right  halfbacks,  seemed  to  plough4 
through  the  Nelson  line  at  will." 

"That  quarterback,  Morton,  is  no  slouch," 
added  Bill.  "They  say  he  ran  the  team  like  a 
clock. ' ' 

"That  being  so,"  chuckled  Garry,  "it's  up 
to  us  to  see  that  the  clock  runs  down!" 


CHAPTER  XV 
A  Despebate  Battle 

Rodney,  too,  had  gauged  the  strength  of  the 
Franklin  team  and  held  it  in  wholesome  respect, 
a  feeling  that  was  accentuated  by  its  over- 
whelming victory  over  Nelson. 

So  he  drove  his  players  on  mercilessly  to 
get  them  at  the  top  of  their  form.  At  the  close 
of  each  day's  practice  they  had  been  taxed  to 
the  utmost. 

"Gee,  but  he's  tough!"  ejaculated  Pete 
Markham.  "Look  at  the  boys'  tongues  hang- 
ing out." 

"He  knows  his  business,"  observed  Garry. 
"If  we  get  licked,  it  won't  be  his  fault.  We 
must  be  in  the  pink,  if  we  expect  to  down  a 
team  like  Franklin." 

In  the  "pink"  they  were,  when  the  day 
dawned  for  the  momentous  game.  They  were 
ready  to  fight  for  a  man's  life,  like  a  pack  of 
eager  hounds  begging  to  be  slipped  from  the 
leash. 

The  game  was  to  be  played  on  the  Franklin 
grounds,  and  practically  the  whole  college  with 
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hosts  of  the  townspeople  went  over  by  train 
and  bus  to  cheer  their  favorites  on. 

The  stands  were  packed  when  the  teams  came 
out  for  their  preliminary  practice,  which  was 
sharp  and  snappy  on  both  sides.  It  was  evi- 
dent from  the  beginning  that  neither  team 
would  have  a  walkover. 

Passmore  won  the  toss  and  chose  to  defend 
the  north  goal.  Franklin  elected  to  receive. 
Rooster  kicked  off  to  Franklin's  eighteen-yard 
line.  Bryan  caught  it  and  ran  it  back  to  his 
own  thirty-six-yard  line. 

A  first  plunge  at  the  line  failed  to  gain.  On 
the  next  play,  Clifton  threw  a  long  pass  to 
Benson,  which  was  incomplete.  Wallace  made 
five  yards  at  left  tackle  before  he  was  brought 
to  earth  by  Burnaby.  Another  dive  at  the  line 
netted  only  a  yard  and  Wallace  kicked  to  Pass- 
more  's  twenty-five  yard  line. 

Pete  Markham  caught  it  and  ran  it  back  for 
eight  yards  before  he  was  downed.  Rooster, 
faking  a  lateral  pass,  tried  center,  but  gained 
only  a  yard.  Nolan  dived  at  right,  but  Bryan 
broke  through  and  threw  him  for  a  loss  of 
eight  yards.  Garry's  punt  was  blocked  by 
Sharpe  on  Passmore 's  twenty- two-yard  line, 
but  Rooster  recovered  it  at  that  point  and 
Garry  again  kicked  from  his  own  fifteen-yard 
line  to  Wallace,  who  caught  the  ball  on  Frank- 
lin's thirty-one-yard  line  and  ran  it  back  for 
seven  yards. 
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It  was  Franklin's  ball,  and  Morton  made  two 
yards  through  the  line.  On  the  next  play, 
Bryan  cut  back  through  right  tackle  for  six 
yards,  bringing  the  ball  to  his  own  forty-six- 
yard  line.  On  the  next  play  Morton  threw  a 
pass  to  Benson,  who  caught  it  out  of  bounds. 
It  was  brought  back,  and  Bryan  kicked  to 
Booster,  who  caught  the  ball  within  ten  yards 
of  his  goal  and  ran  it  back  to  his  own  seven- 
teen-yard line. 

G-arry  kicked  to  Clifton,  who  caught  the  ball 
on  his  own  forty-six-yard  line  and  was  tackled 
out  of  bounds  at  his  forty-nine-yard  line.  On  a 
spinner  play  Morton  made  a  yard,  but  this  was 
neutralized  a  moment  later  when  Wallace  lost 
a  yard  on  an  attempt  at  right  tackle.  Finding 
that  the  Passmore  line  was  holding  strongly, 
Bryan  kicked  from  his  own  forty-five-yard  line 
to  Booster,  who  caught  it  on  his  own  eight- 
yard  line  and  ran  it  back  in  a  magnificent  sprint 
to  his  twenty-five  yard  line. 

Nolan  hit  the  line  for  two  yards.  Pete  ran 
into  his  interference  and  lost  a  yard,  but  Frank- 
lin was  off-side  and  was  penalized  five  yards. 
Booster  made  three  yards  at  right  end.  Nolan 
failed  to  gain  and  Garry  kicked  from  his  own 
twenty-five-yard  line  to  out  of  bounds  on 
Franklin's  twenty-two-yard  line. 

Morton  was  smeared  when  he  dived  at  the 
right  end  of  the  line.  An  attack  by  Bryan  at 
the  same  point  gained  only  a  yard.    Wallace 
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kicked  to  Passmore 's  forty-five-yard  line,  Nolan 
receiving  the  ball,  but  slipping  as  lie  started  to 
run  it  back. 

Up  to  this  point,  the  lines  had  proved  so 
strong  that  neither  team  had  made  a  first  down. 
Booster  made  two  yards  between  right  end  and 
tackle.  Garry  dropped  back  and  threw  a  long 
pass  to  Pete,  who  caught  the  ball  on  Franklin's 
thirty-five-yard  line  and  advanced  it  three 
yards  more  before  he  was  downed. 

At  last  a  first  down  had  been  registered  in 
the  stubborn  struggle,  and  a  storm  of  cheering 
swept  over  the  field  from  the  Passmore  stands. 

"You're  doing  some  great  passing,  old  boy," 
panted  Eooster.    "That  last  one  was  a  peach." 

"That  worked  so  well,  I  may  try  another," 
returned  Garry.  "Pete  nabbed  that  one  in 
great  style." 

Nolan  went  through  for  a  yard  at  center. 
Rooster  made  a  couple  of  yards  at  right.  Nolan 
dived  at  left  tackle  and  was  thrown  for  a  loss 
of  three. 

Then  Garry  dropped  back  and  hurled  a  long 
pass  right  down  the  center  of  the  field,  which 
Nat  took  on  the  run  and,  with  no  one  near 
enough  to  stop  him,  ran  the  remaining  distance 
like  a  deer,  crossing  the  goal  line  for  the  first 
touchdown  of  the  game. 

A  tremendous  cheer  rose  from  the  Passmore 
partisans  and  their  song  boomed  down  the 
long  football  field: 
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"Passmore!    Passmore!    Passmore  Tech! 
They're  the  boys  that  sweep  the  deck. 
Up  and  at  'em !    Slash  and  bat  'em ! 
Passmore !    Passmore !    Passmore ! 

The  Franklin  rooters  sat  glum  and  silent. 
In  a  game  as  hotly  contested  as  this,  that  one 
touchdown  looked  as  big  as  a  mountain. 

Garry  kicked  the  goal,  adding  another  point, 
and  the  score  stood  seven  to  nothing  in  favor 
of  Passmore. 

"I  guess  we're  not  so  worse,"  chuckled 
Rooster. 

"That  score  looks  mighty  sweet,  but  don't 
let 's  crow  yet, ' '  warned  Garry.  '  '  Those  Frank- 
lin lads  are  putting  up  a  great  fight,  and  it's 
anyone's  game  yet." 

Nat  kicked  off  to  Franklin's  twelve-yard 
line.  Morton  received  it  and  ran  it  back  twen- 
ty-two yards  before  he  was  downed. 

It  was  Franklin's  ball.  "Wallace  dived  for 
the  right  of  the  line,  but  was  thrown  back  for 
a  loss  of  three  yards.  Clifton  made  a  yard  be- 
tween left  end  and  tackle.  Wallace  kicked  to 
Booster,  who  made  a  fair  catch  on  his  own 
thirty-five-yard  line. 

On  a  short  side  play  at  left  tackle,  Eooster 
gained  a  yard.  He  did  better  on  the  next  at- 
tempt when,  starting  fast  and  plunging 
through  an  opening  that  Bill  made  for  him,  he 
gained  six  yards  at  right  guard.    Then  Nolan 
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accounted  for  the  remaining  three  necessary  for 
a  first  down  by  hitting  right  tackle. 

Pete  plowed  through  center  for  three  yards 
and  Nolan  added  another  yard  at  right  end. 
Garry  dropped  back  and  sent  a  long  pass  down 
the  field  that  was  intercepted  by  Wallace,  who 
was  knocked  down  by  the  impact,  but  scrambled 
to  his  feet  and  brought  the  ball  back  five  yards 
before  he  was  downed. 

Morton  started  on  a  run  around  right  end, 
but  was  thrown  for  a  loss  of  nine  by  a  savage 
tackle  of  Garry's.  Clifton  made  three  yards 
between  right  guard  and  tackle.  Wallace  kicked 
to  Eooster,  who  caught  the  ball  on  his  own 
twenty-eight-yard  line  and  was  forced  out  of 
bounds  for  the  loss  of  a  yard.  Pete,  faking  a 
pass  to  Garry,  tore  his  way  through  the  line 
for  a  gain  of  eight  yards. 

Passmore  was  going  strong  and  the  Franklin 
line  was  yielding  a  little  when  the  whistle  blew 
and  the  first  period  was  over.  The  weary 
warriors  threw  themselves  down  for  the  wel- 
come minute's  rest  between  periods. 

"We've  drawn  first  blood,  anyway,"  exulted 
BiU. 

"Yes,"  agreed  Garry,  "but  the  patient  has 
plenty  left.    That  quarter  was  pretty  even." 

"You  boys  have  done  well,"  commended  the 
coach,  "but  you  can't  afford  to  let  down  for 
a  minute.     Those  fellows  are  live  wires,  all 
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right,  and  at  any  minute  may  tie  the  score  or 
go  ahead  of  it.  You  can't  take  anything  for 
granted  in  this  game." 

The  rest  period  ended  and  the  teams  trotted 
out  again,  heartened  by  the  cheers  from  their 
respective  stands,  each  group  of  rooters  try- 
ing to  outdo  the  other. 

Passmore  still  had  the  ball,  and  a  lateral  pass 
from  Rooster  to  Nolan  gained  six  yards  which, 
added  to  the  last  gain  in  the  previous  period, 
gave  a  first  down.  Pete  hit  the  line,  but  was 
forced  out  of  bounds  for  no  gain.  Rooster 
made  three  yards  through  left  tackle  and  Nolan 
added  two  more  through  right  guard.  With 
five  yards  to  go,  Garry  elected  to  kick  and  sent 
the  ball  whirling  to  Franklin's  twenty-six-yard 
line. 

Morton  made  a  yard  and  fumbled  after  be- 
ing brought  to  earth,  but  the  ball  was  re- 
turned to  Franklin  and  Wallace  kicked  to  Pass- 
more 's  thirty-three-yard  line,  Pete  taking  the 
ball  back  for  seven  more  yards  before  he  was 
downed. 

Garry  faked  a  backward  pass  and  made  a 
beautiful  run  through  left  guard,  cutting  back 
and  side-stepping  his  way  to  Franklin's  forty- 
two-yard  line  for  a  first  down. 

Rooster  cut  through  right  tackle  for  three 
yards.  Garry  dropped  back  for  a  pass  and 
threw  the  ball  to  Pete,  who  caught  the  ball  on 
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the  Franklin  eighteen-yard  line,  where  he  was 
promptly  stopped  for  a  first  down.  It  was  still 
Passmore 's  ball  and  well  down  in  Franklin's 
territory.  A  wild  hubbub  was  going  on  in  the 
Passmore  stands. 

Here  Franklin  took  a  mighty  brace,  and  her 
line  held  like  a  stone  wall.  Nolan  tried  right 
tackle,  but  was  thrown  back  for  a  loss  of  three. 
Eooster  dived  for  left  guard,  but  gained  only 
a  yard.  Garry  hit  the  line  like  a  thunderbolt 
and  went  through  for  ftve. 

With  seven  yards  yet  to  go  for  first  down 
and  only  one  chance  to  make  it  in,  Garry  elected 
to  kick  for  a  field  goal. 

He  dropped  back  and  got  off  a  beautiful  kick, 
but  Wallace  broke  through  and  blocked  it. 
With  the  ball  he  had  luckily  caught  tucked 
tightly  under  his  arm,  he  sped  like  a  deer  down 
the  field,  with  the  Passmore  pack  thundering 
at  his  heels. 

Bill  made  a  flying  dive  at  him  and  missed. 
Burnaby  from  another  side  had  no  better  luck. 

On  he  went,  ten,  twenty,  thirty  yards,  until 
Garry  overtook  him  and  brought  him  to  earth 
in  mid-field,  after  what  was  up  to  that  time  the 
longest  run  that  had  been  made  in  the  game. 

Thunderous  cheers  arose  from  the  Franklin 
stands.  It  was  their  turn  to  howl  and  they 
made  the  most  of  it. 

"Hard  luck,"  grunted  Rooster. 

"No,  good  playing,"  said  Garry  generously. 
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"  Wallace  earned  that.  It  was  a  terrific  jump 
he  made  for  that  ball." 

That  long  run  had  put  new  life  in  the  Frank- 
lin boys,  and  from  then  on  for  the  rest  of  the 
period  they  played  like  men  possessed. 

They  found  in  the  Passmore  lads  foemen 
worthy  of  their  steel.  They,  too,  were  fighting 
like  demons  to  hold  on  to  their  precious  seven 
points  advantage. 

Back  and  forth  the  lines  grappled,  neither 
being  able  to  make  a  first  down.  The  ball  went 
first  to  one  and  then  to  the  other  side  and  the 
fighting  was  wholly  in  the  middle  of  the  field. 
The  ball  was  still  in  mid-field  when  the  referee's 
whistle  blew  for  the  end  of  the  first  half,  with 
the  score  still  seven  to  nothing  in  Passmore 's 
favor. 

Seldom  had  a  rest  been  more  welcome.  The 
battling  teams  retreated  to  their  respective 
quarters,  there  to  relax  for  the  gruelling  strug- 
gle that  was  yet  to  come. 

"Franklin  has  a  great  team  and  don't  let  any 
one  tell  you  different,"  declared  Bill  more  em- 
phatically than  grammatically. 

"You  said  something,"  agreed  Booster. 
"Some  different  from  the  Haven  game,  eh, 
what?" 

"They're  tough  nuts  to  crack,"  admitted 
Garry,  "but  we  cracked  others  that  were  just 
as  tough  last  season,  and  we're  going  to  repeat. 
For  the  last  part  of  this  period  they  held  us 
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even,  but  in  the  first  part  we  bad  them  on  the 
run.  We've  been  nearer  to  their  goal  line  most 
of  the  time  than  they've  been  to  ours." 

"If  Wallace  hadn't  blocked  that  kick!" 
groaned  Nolan. 

' '  No  '  if  s '  in  this  game, ' '  replied  Garry.  c '  He 
did  block  it  and  that  ends  it." 

"Mighty  lucky  you  downed  him  just  when 
you  did,"  put  in  Pete.  "He  was  legging  it  to 
beat  the  band,  and  there  was  no  one  between 
him  and  the  goal  line." 

There  was  no  "tongue-lashing"  on  the  part 
of  the  coach.  His  boys  had  fought  well,  and  he 
did  not  hesitate  to  tell  them  so,  at  the  same 
time  pointing  out  particular  plays  that  might 
have  been  improved  upon. 

"The  hardest  part  lies  before  you,"  lie 
warned  them.  "You  mustn't  rely  too  much 
upon  your  lead.  Play  just  as  hard  as  though 
the  game  were  even.  That  lead  may  be  upset 
in  two  minutes.  Go  into  those  boys  hard.  Eip 
'em  up.  You  got  close  to  their  goal  line  in  the 
last  period.  This  time  I  want  you  to  take  the 
ball  over." 

"We'll  do  it,"  promised  Garry,  and  his  mates 
confirmed  the  promise  with  a  shout. 

The  Franklin  boys  had  views  of  their  own 
on  that  matter,  and  they  came  tumbling  out 
from  their  quarters  determined  to  do  or  die. 

Nat  kicked  off  to  Franklin's  fourteen-yard 
line.     Morton  ran  the  ball  back  to  his   own 
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twenty-six-yard  line.  Clifton  made  a  yard 
through  left  tackle.  A  lateral  pass,  Brown  to 
Melrum,  netted  three  yards  and  Bryan  com- 
pleted the  first  down  by  a  pretty  run  of  eight 
yards  around  the  end. 

It  was  an  auspicious  beginning  for  Franklin, 
and  the  shouts  of  their  supporters  rent  the  air. 

That  was  nothing  compared  to  the  roar  that 
went  up  when,  on  the  very  next  play,  Morton 
tore  around  Passmore's  left  end,  eluded  tackier 
after  tackier  who  sought  to  grasp  him,  sped 
down  the  side  line  and  was  brought  to  earth  by 
Garry,  only  after  he  had  made  a  run  of  thirty- 
five  yards. 

The  ball  was  now  on  Passmore's  twenty- 
seven-yard  line  and  the  Franklin  stands  were 
yelling  madly. 

"You've  got  'em  going!" 
"Shove  it  over  the  line!" 
"They're  crumpling!" 
"Smash  through  'em!" 

These  and  similar  shouts  arose  from  the 
Franklin  rooters,  who  were  calling  for  victory. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

Nip  and  Tuck 

"Bbace,  fellows,  brace!''  shouted  Garry. 
"Here's  where  we  stop  them.  Stand  'em  on 
their  heads!" 

Clifton  plunged  at  the  line,  but  was  smeared. 
Morton  made  a  dive  at  right  tackle  with  no 
better  luck.  Bryan  tried  at  center  but  Big 
Bill,  who  had  been  a  tower  of  strength  on  the 
defensive  all  through  the  game,  threw  him  back 
for  a  loss. 

There  was  evidently  no  chance  of  piercing 
that  wall  of  flesh,  and  Wallace  dropped  back 
for  a  kick  for  goal. 

The  Passmore  line  surged  forward  but  just 
a  fraction  of  a  second  too  late.  The  ball  left 
the  burly  fullback's  foot,  rose  high  above  the 
heads  of  those  who  sought  to  block  it  and 
soared  over  the  bars. 

A  mighty  yell  went  up  from  the  Franklin 
stand.  Franklin  had  scored  three  points  by  a 
field  goal  and  correspondingly  reduced  the  lead 
of  their  enemies.  The  score  was  now  seven  to 
three  in  favor  of  Passmore. 
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A  lead  worth  having  to  be  sure,  and  if  it 
could  be  continued  until  the  end  of  the  game, 
it  would  be  enough  to  win.  The  mere  fact  of 
winning  those  three  points  had  given  Franklin 
a  new  lease  on  life.  It  had  removed  the  possi- 
bility of  a  whitewash.  It  had  shown  them  that 
their  opponents  were  not  invulnerable.  If  they 
had  been  scored  on  once,  they  might  be  scored 
on  again. 

The  ball  was  brought  out  and  put  into  play. 

On  a  lateral  pass  to  Clifton  which  was 
fumbled,  Nat  recovered  the  ball  for  Passmore 
on  his  own  forty-eight-yard  line.  Nolan  made 
two  yards  between  left  guard  and  tackle.  Pete 
tried  the  right  end  of  the  line,  but  was  halted 
for  no  gain. 

Then  G-arry  kicked  to  Bryan,  who  received 
on  his  own  fifteen-yard  line  and  ran  it  back  for 
four  yards  before  a  savage  tackle  by  Bill 
brought  him  to  earth. 

Morton  stepped  out  of  bounds  and  was 
stopped  with  the  loss  of  a  yard.  Bryan  made 
two  yards  between  right  tackle  and  end. 

Finding  the  line  practically  unyielding,  Wal- 
lace kicked  to  Rooster,  who  caught  the  ball  on 
his  thirty-two-yard  line  and  ran  it  back  for 
seven  yards. 

Nolan  hit  the  line,  but  was  thrown  back  for 
a  loss  of  two.  Booster  skirted  right  end  for  a 
gain  of  three.  A  plunge  at  left  tackle  by  Pete 
failed  to  gain,  and  Garry  kicked  from  his  own 
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thirty-four-yard  line  to  Franklin's  twenty- two- 
yard  line. 

Then  came  a  brilliant  end  run  by  Wallace 
to  his  own  thirty-eight-yard  line,  where  he  was 
thrown  out  of  bounds  by  Garry  for  a  first  down. 

Morton  made  three  yards  at  center.  Rooster 
intercepted  a  pass  from  Gilbert  to  Bryan  on  his 
own  forty-seven-yard  line  and  ran  it  back  to 
Franklin's  forty-six-yard  line. 

A  long  pass  by  Garry  was  clutched  by  Wal- 
lace, who  ran  it  back  to  mid-field.  Bryan  made 
a  yard  through  center.  A  moment  later  he  ran 
around  the  right  of  the  line  for  two  yards  more. 
Then  a  long  kick  by  Morton  carried  the  ball  as 
far  as  the  Passmore  three-yard  line,  but  it  was 
grounded  before  it  could  roll  out  of  bounds. 

Garry  kicked  from  behind  his  goal  line  to  the 
Passmore  thirty-yard  line.  Morton  made  four 
yards  through  the  center  of  the  line.  Wallace 
stepped  out  of  bounds  for  no  gain.  Bryan's 
pass  was  knocked  down,  as  was  also  a  pass  by 
Clifton  that  Peel  nabbed  on  the  Passmore  two- 
yard  line.  Franklin  at  this  point  was  penalized 
five  yards  on  the  second  incomplete  pass. 

Passmore  took  the  ball  on  downs  on  her 
thirty-one-yard  line.  Rooster  made  five  yards 
through  left  tackle.  Nolan  slipped  as  he 
plunged,  and  lost  a  yard  in  consequence.  Pete 
was  smeared  when  he  hit  right  end.  Garry 
kicked  to  Morton,  who  was  tackled  and  downed 
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in  his  tracks  as  he  caught  the  ball  on  the  Frank- 
lin twenty-eight-yard  line. 

Morton  fumbled  and  Pete  recovered  for  Pass- 
more  on  Franklin's  twenty-seven-yard  line. 

Garry  stepped  back  to  the  Franklin  thirty- 
five-yard  line  and  sent  a  long  pass  down  the 
field  that  was  caught  by  Eooster  on  the  Frank- 
lin twelve-yard  line  while  he  was  running  at 
full  speed.  He  straight-armed  Morton  and 
dodged  "Wallace.  For  a  moment  it  seemed  as 
though  he  were  sure  of  a  touchdown. 

Bryan  slammed  into  him  and  the  two  went 
down  together  with  a  dozen  players  piled  on 
them  in  a  whirling  medley  of  arms  and  legs. 
"When  the  mass  was  untangled  it  was  found  that 
Passmore  still  lacked  considerable  of  the  cov- 
eted goal. 

With  their  backs  figuratively  to  the  wall, 
Franklin  took  a  tremendous  brace,  so  that  the 
best  the  enemy  could  get  was  three  yards  in 
as  many  tries.  A  fourth  desperate  attempt  by 
Eooster  failed  by  a  matter  of  inches  to  reach 
the  goal,  and  the  ball  passed  into  Franklin's 
possession. 

It  had  been  a  close  call,  and  their  supporters 
breathed  more  freely,  when  a  kick  by  Wallace 
sent  the  ball  to  mid-field,  where  it  was  passing 
from  one  side  to  the  other  with  no  perceptible 
advantage  to  either  when  the  whistle  blew  and 
brought  the  quarter  to  an  end. 
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"G-ee,  that  was  a  fight  for  keeps !"  ejaculated 
Eooster,  as  he  threw  himself  down  panting  for 
the  brief  rest  between  quarters. 

"It  surely  was/'  agreed  Bill,  "but  you'll 
notice  that  we're  still  on  the  long  end  of  the 
score." 

" Time's  on  our  side,"  remarked  Pete.  "All 
we  have  to  do  now  is  to  hold  them  even  and 
the  game  is  won." 

"Of  course  that  gives  us  an  advantage,"  ad- 
mitted G-arry.  "All  the  same,  it  doesn't  seem 
to  me  that  a  defensive  game  when  we're  ahead 
is  exactly  sportsmanlike.  It's  legitimate,  of 
course,  but  I'd  rather  pitch  right  in  and  smash 
my  way  through  their  line  than  hang  back  and 
play  cagily." 

The  fourth  quarter  started  with  Franklin  in 
possession  of  the  ball.  Clifton's  pass  was 
knocked  down,  Morton  kicked  from  his  thirty- 
eight-yard  line  to  Eooster,  who  received  the. 
ball  on  his  own  forty-four-yard  line. 

Nolan  failed  to  gain  at  right  end.  Rooster 
went  through  left  tackle  after  faking  a  lateral 
for  a  gain  of  six  yards.  He  tried  it  again,  but 
this  time  lost  a  yard  at  center.  Garry  kicked 
from  his  own  thirty-eight-yard  line  to  Bryan, 
who  received  it  on  his  own  thirteen-yard  line 
and  was  thrown  out  of  bounds  on  Franklin's 
thirty-eight-yard  line. 

Burnaby's  tackle  of  Wallace  after  he  had 
stepped  out  of  bounds  brought  a  penalty  of 
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fifteen  yards  for  Passmore.  Clifton  threw  a 
pass  to  Erskine,  who  caught  the  ball  on  Pass- 
more  's  forty-eight-yard  line,  where  he  was 
brought  down  by  Booster. 

Morton  threw  a  pass  to  Sharpe,  who  caught 
it  on  Passmore 's  forty-yard  line  and  was 
downed  on  Passmore's  thirty-five-yard  line  for 
a  first  down.  Clifton  was  halted  in  a  dive  at 
center  for  the  gain  of  a  yard.  Wallace  threw 
a  long  pass  to  Pierce,  who  got  his  hands  on 
the  ball  on  the  Passmore  five-yard  line  but 
dropped  it.  Again  Wallace  threw  a  pass  that 
slipped  off  his  fingers  and  went  out  of  bounds. 
Once  more  Franklin  was  penalized  for  a  sec- 
ond incompleted  pass. 

An  exchange  of  punts  left  the  ball  with 
Franklin  on  her  own  twenty-yard  line. 

Morton,  on  a  cut  back  through  right  tackle, 
made  a  gain  of  twelve  yards  for  a  first  down. 
Encouraged  by  this,  Clifton  smashed  through 
right  guard  for  five  yards.  Bryan  tried  left 
end  and  was  smeared  for  no  gain.  Wallace 
kicked  from  his  own  thirty-four-yard  line,  Bill 
blocking  the  kick  and  recovering  it  on  Frank- 
lin's twenty-three-yard  line.  Passmore  was 
penalized  five  yards  for  being  off-side. 

Four  attempts  at  line  bucking  failed  to  make 
the  distance,  and  again  the  ball  passed  into 
Franklin's  possession. 

Wallace  made  seven  yards  around  right  end, 
and  then  a  beautifully  conceived  and  executed 
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pass  netted  thirteen  yards  more.  The  ball  was 
now  on  the  Franklin  forty-eight-yard  line.  On 
the  next  play  Passmore  was  penalised  fifteen 
yards. 

With  the  ball  still  Franklin's,  "Wallace  threw 
a  wide  pass  to  Sharpe,  who  caught  the  ball  and 
was  tackled  on  Passmore 's  twenty-one-yard 
line  for  a  gain  of  eleven  yards. 

Then  came  a  play  that  dashed  the  hopes  of 
Passmore  supporters,  put  the  Franklin  rooters 
in  the  seventh  heaven  and  changed  the  com- 
plexion of  the  game  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Morton  sent  a  long  twisting  pass  to  Gilbert, 
who  caught  it  on  the  Passmore  five-yard  line, 
turned  like  a  flash,  eluding  tacklers  at  right 
and  left,  and  plunged  over  the  goal  line  for 
Franklin's  first  touchdown  of  the  game,  while 
the  air  was  thunderous  with  the  yells  of  the 
Franklin  rooters  in  the  stands. 

Clifton  kicked  the  goal,  and  seven  points  had 
been  added  to  the  Franklin  score,  which  now 
stood  at  ten  as  against  seven  for  Passmore. 

At  that  figure  it  bade  fair  to  remain,  for 
there  were  only  five  minutes  of  playing  time 
left,  and  the  odds  were  heavily  in  favor  of 
the  team  that  at  the  moment  was  ahead. 

"Are  we  downhearted,  fellows?"  Garry 
shouted.  "Not  on  your  life!  We're  going  to 
work  our  heads  off  to  win  this  game.  A  lot 
can  be  done  in  five  minutes.    Tear  into  them! 


Nip  and  Tuck  157 

Pull  them  apart!  Let  them  know  that  we've 
just  begun  to  fight!" 

His  comrades  responded  and  the  play  waxed 
fast  and  furious  from  the  instant  the  ball  was 
brought  out,  with  Passmore  on  the  offensive 
and  Franklin  battling  to  hold  its  foes  in  check. 
The  home  team  was  sitting  pretty  with  three 
points  to  the  good  and  time  on  their  side.  All 
they  had  to  do  was  to  stave  off  the  enemy 
rushes  until  the  whistle  blew. 

It  was  good  strategy  and  probably  would 
have  worked,  if  Garry  Grayson  had  not  been 
in  the  game. 

That  lad  was  fighting  like  a  tiger.  Again 
and  again  he  plunged  into  the  line  that  crumpled 
before  him.  His  head  was  dizzy  and  reeling 
from  the  terrific  impact  with  which  he  drove 
now  through  right  tackle,  now  through  left, 
gaining  ground  with  every  plunge,  sometimes 
two,  sometimes  three,  sometimes  five,  on  one 
occasion  eleven,  but  never  being  smeared,  never 
being  halted  without  some  gain. 

At  times  Booster  relieved  him,  and  Bill 
worked  wonders  in  opening  holes  through  the 
line.  At  least  three  times  out  of  four  it  was 
Garry  who  carried  the  ball. 

On  and  on  the  Passmore  boys  went,  as  though 
possessed.  Garry's  fighting  spirit  had  inspired 
them  all  and  they  fought  like  fiends,  tackling, 
bowling,  interfering  for  the  carrier. 
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One  maddening  interruption  came  when 
Passmore  was  penalized  fifteen  yards  for  hold- 
ing. Still  another  when  a  fumble  by  Peel  gave 
the  ball  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

All  the  time  the  precious  moments  were  fly- 
ing, flying! 

One  minute !  Two  minutes !  Three  minutes 
gone  of  the  precious  five!  Only  two  minutes 
left  for  play! 

Pandemonium  in  the  stands !  The  crowds  on 
their  feet  yelling  like  mad ! 

"Hold  'em,  Franklin  I" 

"Rip  into  'em,  Passmore!" 

"Smash  'em,  Grayson!" 

The  Passmore  team  was  in  a  huddle.  One 
minute  was  left  to  play! 

The  huddle  broke. 

Out  of  it  Garry  darted,  as  Bill  shot  the  ball 
to  Eooster,  who  threw  it  to  that  speeding  figure 
skirting  right  end.  Garry  clutched  the  ball  on 
a  full  run,  tucked  it  under  his  arm,  and  tore 
like  lightning  down  the  field. 


CHAPTER  XVII 
The  Winning  Touchdown 

How  Garry  ran! 

Behind  him  came  his  enemies,  spurred  to  des- 
peration by  seeing  victory  snatched  from  them 
at  the  very  moment  they  were  preparing  to 
celebrate  it.  On  went  Garry  like  a  galloping 
ghost,  his  eyes  fastened  on  the  goal  forty  yards 
ahead  of  him. 

On  either  side  of  him  ran  Bill  and  Rooster, 
giving  him  superb  interference. 

Wallace  made  a  dive  for  Garry,  but  Bill  went 
into  him  like  a  landslide,  rolling  him  over  and 
over.  Clifton  reached  for  him,  but  Rooster 
tossed  him  aside  in  a  savage  tackle. 

The  rest  of  the  field  was  sprinkled  with  fallen 
players  where  the  Passmore  and  Franklin  men 
were  in  desperate  grapples. 

On  and  on  went  Garry,  dodging  here,  twist- 
ing there,  as  elusive  a&  a  shadow  to  the  eager 
hands  reached  out  to  clutch  him,  on  and  on, 
until,  evading  a  desperate  flying  tackle  by 
Bryan,  he  plunged  over  the  line  for  a  touch- 
down. 

The  Passmore  stands  promptly  went  crazy, 
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yelling,  stamping,  jumping  up  and  down,  em- 
bracing those  nearest  to  them,  throwing  their 
hats  out  on  the  field  until  they  seemed  like 
leaves  in  an  Autumn  windstorm.  Never  before 
had  the  college  song  swelled  out  in  more  tre- 
mendous volume: 

"Passmore!    Passmore!    Passmore  Tech! 
They're  the  boys  that  sweep  the  deck. 
Up  and  at  'em !    Slash  and  bat  'em ! 
Grayson !    Grayson !    Grayson ! ' ' 

Big  Bill  kicked  the  goal,  and  a  moment  later 
the  whistle  blew  for  the  end  of  the  game,  with 
the  score  fourteen  to  ten  in  favor  of  Passmore. 

"That's  what  you  call  snatching  a  game  from 
the  fire!"  exulted  Rooster,  as  he  and  his  mates 
mauled  and  pounded  Garry  until  he  was  sore. 

Franklin  was  glum  and  silent,  but  their  team, 
sportsmen  as  they  were,  lined  up  and  gave  three 
cheers  for  their  conquerors  and  Passmore  re- 
sponded in  similar  fashion. 

It  was  a  hilarious  crowd  that  made  its  way 
back  to  Passmore  in  the  early  twilight  and  that 
later  danced  around  the  bonfire  that  had  been 
lighted  back  of  the  campus.  Joy  was  unre- 
strained, for  the  Franklin  game  had  been  looked 
forward  to  with  apprehension  as  probably  the 
hardest  game  of  the  season.  Now  with  their 
most  dangerous  enemy  out  of  the  way,  it  began 
to  look  as  though  Passmore  were  within  reach- 
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ing  distance  of  the  championship  once  more, 
repeating  the  triumph  of  the  previous  season. 

"We've  leaped  our  highest  hurdle,' '  chortled 
Rooster. 

"The  rest  ought  to  be  easy,"  added  Bill. 

"Don't  be  too  sure,"  warned  Garry. 

"Roxbury  comes  next,"  observed  Rooster. 
"You  don't  look  for  any  trouble  from  her,  do 
you,  after  Franklin  licked  her  by  fifty-four  to 
nothing?" 

"She  may  take  a  brace  any  time,"  returned 
Garry.  "Franklin  perhaps  caught  her  off  her 
balance.  By  the  way,  I  haven't  heard  yet  how 
the  other  games  came  out  today.    Have  you?" 

"Pete  was  telling  me  he  heard  that  Roxbury 
beat  Haven  twelve  to  seven  and  that  Maltby 
took  Nelson  into  camp  twenty- four  to  nothing," 
replied  Bill. 

"That's  two  victories  in  succession  for 
Maltby,"  mused  Garry.  "That  team  must  be 
pretty  good.    We'll  have  to  look  out  for  it." 

The  bonfire  that  night  had  prevented  their 
calling  on  the  Root  girls,  as  they  had  planned, 
but  they  went  over  on  the  following  Monday 
and  were  cordially  received  by  them  and  Alice, 
who  was  again  a  guest. 

"So  you  haven't  come  to  see  father?" 
dimpled  Cora,  as  she  admitted  them.  "Poor 
man!    He'll  be  dreadfully  disappointed." 

"So  will  we,"  laughed  Garry,  "but  the  ar- 
rangement was  that  we  should  come  to  see  you 
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if  we  won,  and  your  father  if  we  lost.  So  we 
stick  to  our  bargain,  hard  as  it  is  on  us." 

"How  noble!"  murmured  Alice. 

"And  how  complimentary  to  us,"  added 
Euth. 

"It's  surprising  that  they  notice  us  at  all 
after  that  victory  of  yesterday,"  put  in  Cora. 
"Have  you  heroes  been  signed  up  by  the  movies 
as  yet?" 

"Not  yet,"  replied  Bill.  "They're  after  us, 
but  our  prices  are  too  high.  They're  hanging 
around,  hoping  to  beat  us  down." 

"A  vain  hope,  though,"  put  in  Booster 
loftily.    "We  know  our  worth." 

"It's  a  good  thing  to  keep  them  on  the  anx- 
ious seat,"  added  Garry. 

With  chaff  and  jest  and  dancing  they  had  a 
merry  evening,  even  though  it  was  not  enliv- 
ened by  Dr.  Eoot's  presence,  and  it  was  with 
reluctance  that  the  boys  finally  said  goodnight. 

"Be  sure  to  beat  Boxbury,"  was  Cora's  final 
word  of  parting. 

"Watch  our  smoke,"  replied  Garry. 

"I  don't  see  Pete  here  this  morning,"  re- 
marked Garry,  a  few  days  later  at  breakfast. 

"He's  usually  pretty  prompt  when  it  comes 
to  food,"  observed  Eooster. 

"Probably  overslept,"  conjectured  Bill. 
"He's  likely  to  turn  up  any  minute." 

Pete  did  not  turn  up  as  prophesied,  but  the 
boys  had  other  things  to  engross  their  minds 
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and  thought  no  more  about  it.  When  he  did 
not  put  in  an  appearance  at  classes  and  was 
also  missing  at  the  midday  meal,  they  thought 
it  high  time  to  find  out  the  reason. 

They  trooped  up  to  his  room  to  find  him  in 
bed  with  a  high  fever  and  every  evidence  of 
feeling  miserable.  What  especially  startled 
them  was  that  his  face  was  very  swollen.  His 
eyes  seemed  mere  slits  in  his  face. 

He  tried  to  greet  them  with  a  smile,  that 
was  not,  however,  much  of  a  success. 

" Hello,  fellows,"  he  said.  "Glad  to  see  you. 
I  was  just  wishing  you'd  come  along." 

"For  the  love  of  Mike!"  exclaimed  Garry. 
"What's  the  matter  with  you,  old  man? 
You're  all  bunged  up." 

"Wouldn't  exactly  take  a  prize  in  a  beauty 
show,  eh?"  returned  Pete  with  a  feeble  attempt 
at  joking.  "Old  man  Mumps  has  been  getting 
in  some  of  his  dirty  work." 

"Mumps?"  they  exclaimed  in  chorus,  look- 
ing in  consternation  from  one  to  the  other. 

"That's  what  the  doc  says,"  returned  Pete. 
"He  was  here  about  an  hour  ago.  A  romantic 
disease,  eh,  what?" 

"It's  a  confounded  shame!"  ejaculated 
Garry.  "Of  course  it  isn't  dangerous,  but  it's 
mighty  unpleasant." 

"How  long's  the  thing  supposed  to  last?" 
asked  Booster. 

"Oh,  anywhere  from  seven  to  ten  days,"  re- 
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plied  Pete,  "and  even  after  that  I  won't  be 
much  good  for  some  time.  Pleasant  outlook 
for  me,  isn't  it?" 

"It's  rotten,"  declared  Eooster,  "for  you, 
but  it's  rotten,  too,  for  the  team.  What  are 
we  going  to  do  without  you  at  right  half?" 

"Oh,  there  are  plenty  just  as  good,"  returned 
Pete  modestly. 

"You're  talking  through  your  hat,"  replied 
Garry.  "There  isn't  a  man  on  the  scrubs  that 
can  hold  down  your  position  in  the  way  you 
did.  They'll  just  rattle  around  in  your  shoes. 
Gee,  but  this  is  going  to  be  a  blow  to  the  team ! ' ' 

"And  the  Eoxbury  game  only  ten  days 
away!"  groaned  Eooster. 

"Nobody  knows  but  what  others  of  the  team 
may  be  down,"  wailed  Bill.  "They  say  that 
thing's  contagious." 

"Great  Scott!  So  it  is,"  exclaimed  Pete, 
electrified  into  sudden  action.  "The  doc  told 
me  that,  and  here  I've  been  letting  you  fellows 
stay  here  and  take  chances!  Get  out  of  here, 
the  whole  bunch  of  you.  Mighty  good  of  you 
to  have  come,  but  if  you  get  down  with  the 
mumps,  the  whole  team '11  go  flooey  and  we  can 
say  good-bye  to  the  championship  for  this 
season." 

The  commonsense  of  this  appealed  to  them, 
and  with  warm  expressions  of  good  wishes  for 
their  disabled  comrade,  the  boys  hurried  out 
into  the  open. 
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There  was  consternation  in  their  eyes  as  they 
gazed  at  each  other. 

"Talk  about  hard  luck!"  groaned  Bill. 

"Just  when  the  team  was  going  like  a  house 
afire!"  growled  Booster  disconsolately. 

"We  might  have  known  that  it  was  too  good 
to  last,"  said  Garry  soberly,  "but  there's  no 
use  in  getting  down  in  the  dumps.  We'll  just 
have  to  make  the  best  of  it." 

"It  would  be  bad  enough,  if  only  Pete  were 
out,"  observed  Booster,  "but  how  do  we  know 
but  what  a  lot  of  the  other  fellows  will  get  it, 
too?    Maybe  we  ourselves  are  in  for  it." 

"I  hope  not,"  replied  Garry.  "They'll  just 
have  to  quarantine  poor  old  Pete,  and  perhaps 
the  disease  won't  get  to  anyone  else." 

"I  thought  it  was  a  thing  that  only  kids  had, 
anyway,"  grumbled  Booster  disgustedly. 

"Oh,  no,"  stated  Garry,  "men  and  women 
have  it,  too,  though  not  as  often  as  youngsters." 

Bodney  looked  grave  when  the  boys  told  him 
of  Pete's  illness  that  afternoon  at  practice. 

"That's  bad,"  he  said.  "We'll  miss  Mark- 
ham  very  much  at  right  half.  He 's  done  splen- 
did work  in  the  last  two  games  and  was  getting 
better  all  the  time." 

He  recalled  Enslow  from  the  scrubs  to  take 
Pete's  place,  and  the  former  outdid  himself  to 
make  good.  He  was  not  Pete  by  any  means, 
and  the  whole  team  became  more  and  more 
conscious  of  its  loss. 
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But  worse  was  to  come,  for  the  next  morning 
Joe  Burnaby  and  Ernest  Peel  were  also  re- 
ported as  confined  to  their  beds  with  the  same 
disease  and  Bill  Nolan  was  not  feeling  any  too 
good. 

Something  very  like  panic  spread  through 
the  athletic  circles  of  the  school  at  the  news. 

"Why,  the  whole  team's  shot  to  pieces," 
ejaculated  Bill.    "We  haven't  a  chance." 

1 '  Seems  to  me  we  ought  to  call  the  game  off, ' ' 
put  in  Tom  Flack.  "There's  no  use  in  going 
out  on  the  field  just  to  get  a  sure  beating. 
Might  as  well  forfeit  it  and  be  done  with  it." 

"Nothing  like  that,"  declared  Garry. 
"We'll  play  'em,  if  we  have  nothing  but  the 
scrub  team  to  do  it  with.  We're  not  going  to 
do  the  baby  act.    Not  on  your  life !" 

"Besides,  the  hard  luck  may  not  be  alto- 
gether on  our  side,"  put  in  Rooster.  "A  fel- 
low was  telling  me  the  other  day  that  there 
was  a  lot  of  flu  over  at  Roxbury.  It  may  be 
that  by  game  time  they'll  be  in  as  bad  luck  as 
ourselves.  Whether  they  are  or  not,  I'm  in 
favor  of  playing  them.  It  wouldn't  be  sports- 
manlike to  call  it  off." 

This  view  of  Garry  and  Rooster  was  one  that 
met  with  the  emphatic  approval  of  Todd 
Rodney. 

"Of  course  we  want  to  win,"  he  said,  "but 
after  all,  victory  or  defeat  are  minor  matters 
compared  with  sportsmanship.     The  essential 
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thing  in  football,  as  in  life,  is  to  play  the  game. 
We  '11  meet  Eoxbury  on  the  gridiron,  if  we  have 
to  hobble  there  on  crutches.' ' 

Fortunately  the  disease  proved  to  be  of  the 
mild  variety,  and  as  far  as  the  football  players 
were  concerned  it  claimed  no  further  victims, 
except  two  or  three  of  the  less  important  mem- 
bers of  the  second  and  third  string  teams. 

Eodney  was  at  his  wit's  end  to  make  up  the 
vacancies  in  his  first  line.  Many  of  the  scrubs 
were  tried  out,  only  to  be  found  wanting.  It 
was  certain  that  Passmore  was  going  to  be 
vastly  less  strong  than  it  had  been  in  its  games 
with  Haven  and  Franklin. 

He  had  to  make  the  best  of  the  material  he 
had  in  hand,  and  he  finally  patched  up  a  team 
which,  even  if  it  did  not  win,  could  be  depended 
upon  not  to  be  beaten  too  badly. 

Al  Wilson  went  to  right  guard  in  place  of 
Peel.  Ed  Eumson  was  chosen  in  place  of  Bill 
Nolan  to  round  out  the  backfield.  George 
Seiler  held  down  Joe  Burnaby's  job  at  left 
tackle. 

With  these  substitutes  Eodney  worked  hard 
to  make  them  fit  into  their  positions,  and  at  his 
request  Nat  and  Garry  also  gave  special  at- 
tention to  the  new  men.  They  worked  with 
them  like  Trojans  in  the  daily  practice  and 
even  devoted  some  of  their  evenings  to  skull 
practice  in  the  gym. 

Then,  three  days  before  the  game,  Seiler  fell 
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ill,  and  the  position  of  left  tackle  once  more 
was  vacant. 

"The  jinx  has  it  in  for  us,  sure  enough," 
mourned  Booster,  when  he  learned  of  this  new 
misfortune. 

"It  has  our  number,"  agreed  Bill.  "Now 
who  in  thunder  can  be  put  in  his  place?" 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Eodney  would  be 
forced  to  take  Spinkler,"  observed  Garry. 

"Spinkler?"  exclaimed  Bill. 

"  Goodnight ! "  cried  Booster. 

"Oh,  I  know  how  you  feel  about  it,"  said 
Garry,  "and  probably  the  rest  of  the  team 
would  feel  the  same  way.  Nobody  really  likes 
him,  except  Joe  Boper  and  his  bunch.  It  isn't 
a  matter  of  personal  likes  and  dislikes.  Our 
backs  are  up  against  the  wall,  and  we  can't 
pick  and  choose.  We  must  take  the  best  we 
have  at  hand.  Spinkler 's  only  a  mediocre 
player,  but  he  has  weight,  and  that's  what  we 
need  with  some  of  our  heaviest  men  out  of  the 
game.  I  have  a  hunch  that  Bodney  will  look 
at  it  that  way." 

This  Bodney  did.  That  afternoon  he  shifted 
Spinkler  to  the  regulars  and  bade  him  play 
his  head  off. 

"I  know  that  Spinkler  isn't  very  popular 
with  you  lads,"  the  coach  told  Garry  in  con- 
fidence, "but  I  want  you  to  put  aside  any  per- 
sonal feeling  you  may  have  and  help  him  all 
you  can  to  master  the  different  plays.    Bemem- 
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ber  that  we're  fighting  for  Passmore,  and  that's 
the  only  thing  that  counts." 

"I'll  do  my  best,"  promised  Grarry,  "and 
I'm  sure  the  other  fellows  will  do  the  same." 

Spinkler  himself  was  delighted  at  the  chance 
that  had  come  to  him.  Joe  Roper  was  equally 
pleased. 

"Looks  as  though  things  were  coming  our 
way,  eh,  Jack?"  Eoper  said,  rubbing  his  hands 
with  satisfaction,  the  first  time  he  found  him- 
self alone  with  Spinkler. 

"It  sure  does,"  replied  Spinkler,  "and  I'm 
mighty  glad  of  it,  for  I've  spent  most  of  my 
allowance  and  I'm  mighty  hard  up  for  coin.'* 

"You'll  have  plenty  of  coin,  if  you  follow 
my  directions  and  keep  your  mouth  shut," 
promised  Roper.  "We'll  be  cutting  a  big 
melon  before  long,  and  you'll  get  an  extra 
share  of  it." 

"Going  to  let  the  rest  of  the  gang  in  on  it?" 
queried  Spinkler. 

"When  the  time  comes,  yes,"  replied  Roper. 
"Just  now  I'm  keeping  them  on  the  anxious 
seat.  They  might  spill  something  and  then 
the  whole  thing  would  be  off.  If  they  try  to 
pump  you,  tell  them  you  don't  know  what 
they're  talking  about." 

"I'm  on,"  said  Spinkler. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

Fighting  Against  Odds 

"For  the  present  you  go  right  ahead  and 
play  the  best  you  can,"  directed  Eoper.  "I 
want  you  to  get  their  full  confidence.  Above 
all,  pay  especial  attention  to  the  signals.  Get 
them  into  your  head,  so  that  you  can  say  them 
backward,  say  them  in  your  sleep.    Get  me!" 

"I  get  you,"  replied  Spinkler,  and  the  plot- 
ting pair  parted. 

Spinkler  worked  hard  in  the  few  days  be- 
fore the  game,  and  though  he  made  many 
blunders,  he  seemed  so  eager  to  learn  that  some 
of  Garry's  dislike  of  him  abated. 

"Perhaps  we've  been  a  little  too  hard  in  our 
thoughts  of  him,"  he  said  to  Bill  and  Rooster. 
"He  certainly  is  pitching  in  with  all  his  might 
and  trying  to  learn  all  he  can.  He's  especially 
eager  to  get  the  signals  right,  so  that  he  shan't 
make  a  mistake  in  the  heat  of  the  game." 

"I  notice  that  you've  been  going  over  them 
with  him  again  and  again,"  said  Bill.  "I 
hope  he'll  remember  them  when  the  time 
comes." 

"He'll  soon  have  a  chance  to  prove  whether 

he  does  or  not,"  remarked  Rooster.    "By  to- 
rn 
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morrow  night  it  will  all  be  over.  Gee,  fellows, 
I  never  felt  so  shaky  about  a  game  as  I  do 
about  this  one!" 

"Snap  out  of  it,"  advised  Garry.  "To  be 
sure,  we're  going  into  it  under  every  dis- 
advantage, but  that  ought  to  make  us  work  all 
the  harder.  At  any  rate,  if  we  lose  we'll  go 
down  fighting." 

"We'll  have  the  advantage  of  playing  on  our 
own  grounds,"  put  in  Bill,  eager  to  extract 
some  hopefulness  from  the  situation,  "and  that 
ought  to  help  some." 

The  next  day  dawned  dark  and  lowering 
and  it  looked  as  though  the  contest  would  have 
to  be  played  on  a  muddy  field.  Only  a  spat- 
tering of  rain  fell,  however,  and  by  afternoon 
the  weather  danger  had  passed. 

There  was  a  stiff  wind  blowing  that  made 
it  uncomfortable  for  the  spectators  and  made 
the  ball  difficult  to  gauge.  Football  enthusiasm 
was  at  so  high  a  pitch,  not  only  among  the 
college  boys  themselves  but  with  the  people  of 
the  town,  which  the  growing  football  prestige 
of  Passmore  had  helped  to  "pat  on  the  map," 
that  the  stands  were  crowded. 

Roxbury  rooters,  too,  had  come  over  to  cheer 
their  team,  and  hopes  ran  high,  for  it  was  no 
secret  that  the  Passmore  team  had  been  shot 
to  pieces  by  the  epidemic  of  mumps,  while  Rox- 
bury had  suffered  only  the  loss  from  flu  of  one 
of  its  regular  players. 
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If  they  had  counted  upon  meeting  a  discour- 
aged and  downhearted  team,  that  delusion  was 
quickly  dissipated  before  the  game  was  many 
minutes  old.  Despite  the  handicaps  under 
which  it  suffered,  Passmore  soon  demonstrated 
superior  power  in  almost  every  department  of 
the  game. 

In  the  first  quarter  Passmore  relied  almost 
entirely  upon  the  running  game.  A  few  stabs 
at  the  Eoxbury  line  found  that  it  was  not  in- 
vulnerable, and  the  Passmore  lads  were  quick 
to  take  advantage  of  that  fact. 

Their  first  big  drive  was  launched  when  a 
short  punt  by  Blair,  the  Eoxbury  fullback,  went 
out  of  bounds  on  the  Eoxbury  forty-one-yard 
line. 

Savage  thrusts  by  Grarry,  Enslow  and 
Eooster  took  the  ball  to  the  Eoxbury  thirteen- 
yard  line. 

Then  in  one  mighty  surge  Garry  tore  through 
Eoxbury 's  right  tackle,  skirted  the  end,  evading 
all  the  foes  who  tried  to  stop  him  and  crossed 
the  goal  line  for  the  first  touchdown  of  the 
game,  amid  the  thunderous  cheers  of  the  home 
team  rooters. 

Big  Bill  kicked  the  goal  and  the  score  was 
seven  to  nothing,  in  favor  of  Passmore. 

"Not  so  bad  for  a  team  of  cripples,"  laughed 
Eooster,  while  the  stands  shook  with  tumultu- 
ous applause. 

There  was  no  more  scoring  in  that  quarter, 
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but  in  the  second  Passmore  started  a  trium- 
phal procession  down  the  field. 

Garry  threw  a  beautiful  pass  to  Nat,  who 
had  crossed  over  to  the  opposite  sideline  and 
was  almost  clear  of  the  Eoxbury  second  line  of 
defense.  Nat  caught  it  dexterously,  despite  the 
heavy  wind  that  made  it  hard  to  gauge,  but 
was  tackled  and  thrown,  before  he  could  get 
started  on  a  run. 

The  pass  had  gained  forty-seven  yards  and 
Passmore  was  within  twenty-four  yards  of  the 
Eoxbury  goal. 

In  one  savage  line-thrust,  Garry  wiped  out 
eight  of  the  remaining  yards.  Then  Eooster, 
Eumson  and  Enslow  hit  the  line  in  succession 
and  got  the  ball  down  within  the  five-yard  line. 
A  lucky  break  for  Passmore  penalized  Eoxbury 
three  yards,  and  on  the  next  lunge  Nat  went 
over  with  the  ball  for  the  second  touchdown 
of  the  game. 

Enslow  failed  to  kick  the  goal,  and  six  points 
were  added  to  Passmore 's  score,  bringing  the 
total  to  thirteen,  while  the  enemy  had  not  made 
a  single  tally. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  period  Eoxbury  woke 
up,  and  by  a  series  of  passes,  each  one  of  which 
counted  for  a  first  down,  carried  the  ball  to  the 
Passmore  thirty-three-yard  line.  The  next 
three  passes  were  grounded,  causing  a  penalty 
of  ten  yards  to  be  exacted,  and  the  quarter 
ended  without  further  scoring. 
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In  the  third  quarter  Eoxbury  took  the  ag- 
gressive aided  by  two  misplays  of  Spinkler. 
One  was  when  he  fumbled,  and  Lake,  the  Eox- 
bury left  halfback,  recovered  the  ball  in  mid- 
field. 

By  consistent  line  bucking  Eoxbury  gained  a 
first  down  on  the  Passmore  forty-one-yard  line. 
Then  Blair,  the  Eoxbury  fullback,  punted  high 
and  far  toward  the  Passmore  goal  line. 

Spinkler  was  under  the  ball  as  it  spiraled 
toward  him,  but  muffed  it  completely.  Donovan 
and  Cole  were  on  it  like  hawks,  the  latter  fall- 
ing upon  it  on  the  Passmore  fourteen-yard 
line. 

Cole  hit  the  line  between  right  end  and  tackle, 
but  gained  only  a  yard.  Blair  tried  left  end, 
but  was  smeared. 

Finding  the  Passmore  line  was  invulnerable, 
Donovan,  the  Eoxbury  quarterback,  shot  a  low 
hard  pass,  which  was  caught  by  Eoberts  within 
three  yards  of  the  line,  who  held  it  close. 

It  was  Eoxbury 's  ball  with  only  three  yards 
to  go,  and  their  partisans  were  wild  with  ex- 
citement shouting  to  their  favorites  to  put  it 
over  while  equally  ardent  exhortations  came 
from  the  Passmore  stand  to  throw  the  enemy 
back. 

"Brace,  fellows,"  yelled  Nat.  "Don't  let 
'em  gain  an  inch.     You  can  hold  'em." 

Eoxbury  massed  its  heavy  players,  and  Blair 
plunged  into  the  line  between  right  guard  and 
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center.  Big  Bill  was  on  guard  there  and  threw 
him  back  for  a  loss  of  three. 

Cole  regained  two  of  these  by  a  dive  between 
left  end  and  tackle.  Then  on  the  third  down 
Lake  turned  at  right  angles,  got  a  flying  start 
to  the  left,  evaded  the  tacklers  who  chased  him 
toward  the  sidelines  and  turned  about  just  be- 
fore reaching  the  side  line  and  leaped  over 
the  goal  for  Roxbury's  first  touchdown  of  the 
game,  while  their  band  started  to  play  and  their 
rooters  danced  up  and  down  in  frenzy. 

Blair  kicked  the  goal,  and  the  score  was  now 
thirteen  to  seven  in  favor  of  Passmore. 

That  score  put  new  life  into  the  visitors,  and 
from  then  on  they  fought  like  a  different  team. 
For  the  rest  of  that  quarter  and  in  the  final 
period  it  was  a  furious  ding-dong  battle,  with 
victory  apparently  ready  to  declare  at  different 
times  for  either  team. 

Neither  goal  line  was  crossed  again,  and 
the  game  ended  with  the  score  still  standing 
thirteen  to  seven  in  Passmore 's  favor. 

It  was  Passmore's  third  successive  victory, 
made  all  the  more  impressive  because  it  had 
been  won  with  a  patched-up  team,  and  their 
followers  cheered  themselves  hoarse  and  swept 
down  on  the  field  to  maul  and  pound  their 
favorites. 

"Well,  we  did  it,"  exulted  Bill. 

"Yes,"  Garry  smiled  happily,  "even  if  it  was 
by  the  skin  of  our  teeth." 


CHAPTER  XIX 
Trouble  Bkewing 

"It  was  a  pretty  ragged  game  all  around,' ' 
declared  Rooster.  "Lots  of  fumbles  and  errors 
on  both  sides." 

"That  was  largely  due  to  the  wind,"  stated 
Garry.    "It  made  the  ball  hard  to  gauge." 

"The  substitutes  didn't  do  so  badly,  consid- 
ering it  was  their  first  big  game,"  commented 
Bill. 

"Spinkler  was  the  worst,"  asserted  Rooster. 
"That  muff  of  his  was  rotten,  and  he  was  all 
thumbs  when  it  came  to  handling  the  ball. 
Roxbury  wouldn't  have  scored  at  all,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  one  of  his  fumbles." 

"Well,  no  doubt  he  was  trying,"  said  Garry 
generously.  "Anyway,  we  have  the  game 
safely  stowed  away  and  there's  no  use  indulg- 
ing in  post  mortems.  By  the  time  the  next  game 
comes  on,  I  hope  we'll  have  all  our  regulars  in 
line." 

"I  guess  we  will,"  surmised  Bill.  "Most  of 
them  are  up  and  around  now,  although  they're 
a  little  shaky  on  their  legs.  I  guess  the  old 
jinx  is  conquered." 

176 
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"  Unless  it  decides  to  take  a  hack  at  us  with 
the  flu,"  put  in  Booster. 

The  boys'  first  move  after  they  had  dressed 
was  to  see  how  the  other  games  of  the  league 
had  resulted. 

They  found  that  Haven  had  beaten  Nelson, 
seventeen  to  nothing.  This  did  not  surprise 
them  much  nor  did  it  interest  them  greatly,  for 
they  had  not  figured  either  of  these  teams  as 
a  real  contender  for  the  championship. 

Their  surprise  was  great  when  they  learned 
that  Maltby  had  taken  the  redoubtable  Frank- 
lin team  into  camp  by  a  score  of  eighteen  to 
fourteen. 

"Gee,  that's  an  upset  for  fair!"  exclaimed 
Rooster.  "I  hardly  thought  that  Maltby  had 
a  chance  with  Franklin." 

"I  didn't  either,  to  tell  the  truth,"  asserted 
Garry.    "Those  boys  are  going  great." 

"Three  straight  victories  so  far,"  observed 
Bill.  "They've  made  as  good  a  record  as  we 
have." 

"They're  the  only  ones  that  have,  though," 
declared  Eooster.  "All  the  others  have  suf- 
fered at  least  one  defeat." 

"Looks  as  though  Maltby  may  be  the  team 
we'll  have  to  beat  to  win  the  championship," 
commented  Bill. 

"Shouldn't  wonder  a  bit,"  acquiesced  Garry. 
"Maltby  has  to  meet  only  Haven  now,  before 
she  locks  horns  with  us.    Considering  the  way 
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we  mauled  Haven,  Maltby  seems  to  have  a 
cinch.  That  is,  if  there  is  such  a  thing  as  a 
cinch  in  football.' ' 

"Which,  there  isn't,' '  came  a  familiar  voice, 
and  looking  up,  they  saw  Todd  Eodney  stand- 
ing beside  them. 

He  nodded  to  them  pleasantly. 

"Been  studying  the  scores,  I  see,"  he  said, 
indicating  the  bulletins  that  were  displayed  in 
the  window  of  the  telegraph  office. 

"Yes,"  replied  Garry,  "but  it's  an  upset  to 
see  that  Maltby  beat  Franklin.  We  all  thought 
that  Franklin  had  that  game  sewed  up." 

"I'm  rather  surprised  myself,"  admitted 
Eodney,  "but  I've  learned  that  anything  can 
happen  in  football.  The  tail-ender  may  at  any 
time  take  a  spurt  and  upset  the  leader.  We 
must  never  take  any  opponent  lightly.  If  we 
do,  we're  apt  to  wonder  afterward  what  hit  us." 

"In  other  words,  'who  frew  dat  brick?/  " 
Garry  suggested. 

"Yes,"  agreed  the  coach.  "Now  you  see, 
for  instance — "  he  nodded  toward  the  bulletin 
— "that  Haven  beat  Nelson  today,  seventeen  to 
nothing.  You  remember  that  we  beat  Haven 
forty-seven  to  nothing.  Naturally,  the  first 
thought  is  that  if  we  beat  Haven  and  Haven 
beat  Nelson,  we  ought  to  beat  Nelson  easily. 
Yet,  in  defiance  of  mathematics,  Nelson  may 
turn  around  and  take  our  scalps.  I've  seen  it 
done  many  a  time.    There's  nothing  so  decep- 
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tive  as  comparative  scores.  Paste  that  in  your 
hats." 

"That's  good  dope,"  commented  Garry  after 
the  coach  had  passed  on.  "We  must  work  like 
beavers  to  win  that  Nelson  game." 

"Eight  you  are,"  agreed  Bill.  "Wouldn't 
we  be  kicking  ourselves,  if  we  lost  through  over- 
confidence  f" 

That  night  Garry  had  to  go  to  town  to  make 
some  purchases,  and  Bill  and  Booster  went 
with  him.  On  their  way  back  they  took  a  short 
cut  through  a  little  patch  of  woods  not  far  from 
the  college  campus.  As  they  neared  a  thick 
clump  of  trees,  they  heard  voices  that  sounded 
familiar  which,  as  they  drew  closer,  they  recog- 
nized as  those  of  Joe  Eoper,  Toodle  Swink  and 
Jack  Spinkler. 

They  would  have  passed  on  without  paying 
any  attention  to  them,  but  just  before  they 
reached  the  spot,  Garry  caught  the  sound  of 
his  own  name  and  paused  involuntarily. 

"I  suppose  Grayson  will  take  all  the  credit 
for  this  game  today,  just  as  he  has  for  the 
others,"  Toodle  Swink  was  saying. 

"Of  course  he  will,"  snarled  Joe  Eoper. 
"He's  always  playing  to  the  grand  stand. 
Trust  him  to  grab  the  limelight." 

Garry's  fists  clenched,  but  he  restrained  him- 
self. 

"Well,  he  hasn't  much  to  boast  of  today," 
went  on  Swink.    "Only  made  one  touchdown 
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and  that  was  largely  a  matter  of  luck.  I  think 
he's  slipping." 

"He's  gone  up  like  a  rocket  and  he'll  come 
down  like  the  stick,"  snapped  Eoper. 

"When  it  comes  down,  I  hope  it'll  break  into 
little  pieces,"  growled  Swink  vindictively. 

"That  goes  for  the  rest  of  his  bunch,  too," 
put  in  Spinkler.  "That  big  boob,  Sherwood. 
Do  you  know  what  he  did  today  when  I  was 
all  set  to  catch  that  pass?  Tripped  me  with 
his  foot  to  make  me  muff  it.  Thought  if  I 
caught  it  I  might  make  a  touchdown  and  take 
some  of  the  glory  away  from  him  and  his  pals." 

"You  lie!"  came  a  voice  so  close  that  it 
made  him  jump. 


CHAPTER  XX 

The  Storm  Bkeaks 

The  startled  trio  jumped  to  their  feet  as 
Bill  stalked  out  in  front  of  them,  followed  by 
Garry  and  Rooster. 

Bill's  usually  ruddy  face  was  white  with 
anger  and  his  eyes  were  blazing. 

"What — what  are  you  doing  here?"  stam- 
mered Spinkler. 

"I'm  here  to  tell  you  that  you're  a  liar," 
replied  Bill.  "You  understand  English,  don't 
you,  Spinkler?" 

"See  here,"  blustered  Roper,  "that's  fight- 
ing talk  and " 

"You  keep  out  of  this,  Roper,"  warned 
Garry.  "This  is  a  matter  between  Sherwood 
and  Spinkler.  If  you  open  your  mouth,  I'll 
close  it  for  you.  I've  licked  you  before  and 
I'll  be  glad  to  do  it  again." 

"I'll  be  glad  to  accommodate  you,  Swink,  if 
you  care  for  any  of  my  game,"  announced 
Rooster. 

"I'm  not  looking  for  trouble,"  muttered 
Swink  sullenly. 

Bill  advanced  a  step  toward  Spinkler,  who 
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drew  back  and  looked  about  him  furtively,  as 
though,  seeking  a  way  of  escape. 

"I  heard  what  you  said,  Spinkler,"  began 
Bill.  "You  said  that  when  you  were  set  to 
catch  that  ball,  I  tripped  you  to  make  you  drop 
it.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  wasn't  within  ten 
feet  of  you  and  you  know  it.  You  lied  delib- 
erately." 

"I — I  thought  it  was  you,"  faltered  Spink- 
ler.    "Somebody  did  it." 

"Nobody  did  it,"  replied  Bill.  "Of  course, 
I  understand  the  reason  for  your  lying.  You 
made  a  rotten  muff  and  you  wanted  to  find  an 
alibi,  so  you  picked  on  me.  That  did  two  things 
at  the  same  time.  It  gave  you  the  excuse  you 
wanted  for  your  bad  playing,  and  it  furnished 
you  a  chance  to  get  in  a  dirty  knock  at  me.  It's 
just  in  line  with  what  you  and  the  bunch  you 
train  with — yes,  I  mean  you,  Roper,  and  you, 
Swink — have  been  doing  ever  since  the  Fall 
term  opened." 

"Say,  you'd  better  be  careful — "  began 
Roper,  but  subsided  as  Garry  made  a  quick 
move  toward  him. 

"All  of  which  means,"  went  on  Bill,  "that 
you've  had  a  licking  coming  to  you  and  now 
you're  going  to  get  it." 

He  threw  off  his  coat  as  he  spoke. 

Spinkler  shrank  back  in  alarm. 

"I'll  meet  you  after  the  term's  over,"  he 
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quavered.  "It's  against  the  rules  to  fight  dur- 
ing the  school  term." 

Bill  laughed. 

"It's  beautiful  to  see  such  a  regard  for  the 
rules,"  he  said.  "I  think  it's  about  the  only 
college  rule  you  and  your  pals  haven't  broken. 
When  it  comes  to  fighting,  you're  all  yellow. 
Why  don't  you  yell  for  help?  Some  of  the 
profs  might  come  and  rescue  you." 

"I — I'm  not  going  to  fight,"  stammered 
Spinkler. 

"Yes  you  are,"  replied  Bill.  "I'll  give  you 
two  seconds  to  put  up  your  hands." 

Stung  to  desperation  and  seeing  that  there 
was  no  way  out  of  it,  Spinkler  took  off  his  coat 
and  laid  it  on  the  ground.  When  he  raised  up, 
there  was  a  stone  in  his  hand. 

1 '  Look  out,  Bill ! ' '  yelled  Booster.  "  He 's  go- 
ing to  throw!" 

Spinkler  raised  his  hand,  but  quick  as  light- 
ning, Garry  struck  his  arm  and  sent  the  stone 
spinning. 

"I  said  you  were  yellow,"  exclaimed  Bill 
with  utter  contempt.    "Take  that!" 

He  planted  a  terrific  blow  to  the  jaw  that 
shook  Spinkler  hard.  With  a  bellow  of  rage 
Spinkler  rushed  at  his  adversary  and  the  fight 
was  on. 

Spinkler  was  the  heavier  of  the  two  and  had 
thereby  that  much  advantage.     Bill's  muscles 
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had  been  hardened  by  his  work  on  the  grid- 
iron, and  the  righteous  indignation  that  had 
been  aroused  in  him  lent  additional  force  to 
his  blows. 

Besides,  he  was  cooler  and  more  scientific, 
while  Spinkler  was  blinded  with  rage.  If  he 
had  any  of  the  boxing  skill  of  which  he  had 
boasted  so  arrogantly  at  Bass  Lake,  it  was  not 
in  evidence.  What  blows  he  did  get  in  were 
glancing  ones  that  slipped  off  Bill's  arms  or 
shoulders,  while  Bill  caught  him  with  heavy 
ones  to  the  body  or  the  face,  that  made  him 
grunt  and  give  ground. 

Twice  Bill  sent  him  down,  giving  him  plenty 
of  time,  however,  to  get  to  his  feet.  Spinkler 's 
nose  was  bleeding  and  one  eye  was  closing. 

An  uppercut  to  the  chin  sent  Spinkler  to  the 
ground  with  a  thud,  and  this  time  he  lay  there 
without  any  effort  to  rise. 

'  *  Come  along, ' '  invited  Bill.  "  I  'm  just  get- 
ting warmed  up.    Don't  be  bashful." 

Spinkler,  one  hand  nursing  his  bruised  eye, 
showed  no  signs  of  accepting  the  invitation. 

"You're  surely  not  through  already,"  urged 
Bill.    "The  evening's  young  yet." 

Still  there  was  no  answer. 

"Have  you  had  enough!"  asked  Bill. 

"Enough,"  mumbled  Spinkler. 

"Do  you  own  up  that  you  lied  when  you  said 
I  roughed  you?" 

Dead  silence  on  the  part  of  Spinkler. 
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" Quick!"  commanded  Bill.  "If  you  don't, 
I'll  yank  you  to  your  feet  and  this  little  party 
•will  go  on.  Say  'I  lied.'  Speak  up  now  so  that 
all  the  class  can  hear.    Mind  teacher !" 

"I  lied,"  muttered  Spinkler,  livid  with  rage 
and  shame. 

"That's  better,"  said  Bill.  "You  can  get  up 
now.  But  if  you  come  up  with  a  stone  in  your 
hand,  what  you've  already  had  isn't  a  circum- 
stance to  what  you  will  get." 

He  put  on  his  coat,  and  Spinkler  slowly  got 
to  his  feet. 

"If  either  of  you  other  gentlemen/'  said 
Booster  with  elaborate  politeness,  looking  di- 
rectly at  Eoper  and  Swink  and  laying  special 
stress  upon  the  last  word,  "want  to  have  a 
little  exercise  of  the  same  kind,  all  you  have 
to  do  is  to  say  so."  Neither  replied. 
•  "I  see  you  think  silence  is  golden,"  remarked 
Eooster.  "If  you  change  your  minds  any  time, 
you  always  know  where  to  find  us." 

"We'll  get  even — "  muttered  Roper. 

"What  did  you  say?"  asked  Garry  quickly. 

"Nothing,"  said  Eoper  sullenly. 

"I  was  hoping  you  had  spoken,"  said  Garry. 
"Come  along,  fellows." 

They  left  the  discomfited  cronies  to  their 
reflections  and  resumed  the  walk  to  their  dor- 
mitory. 

' ■  Gee,  you  did  him  up  good  and  proper,  Bill ! ' ' 
said  Rooster. 
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"It  didn't  cost  us  a  cent  for  ringside  places," 
observed  Garry. 

"It  just  shows  what  a  cur  the  fellow  was  to 
make  up  such  a  lie,"  replied  Bill.  "I  saw  red 
when  I  heard  it.  He's  a  fit  mate  for  Eoper 
and  Swink." 

"I  guess  they'll  lay  low  after  this,"  prophe- 
sied Rooster. 

"I  imagine  that  will  hold  them  for  a  while," 
said  Bill. 

"I  don't  know,"  observed  Garry.  "They're 
vindictive  as  rattlesnakes.  We  want  to  keep 
our  eyes  open." 


CHAPTER  XXI 

FOKTUNE  FEOWNS 

It  was  a  wrathful  and  humiliated  trio  that 
took  account  of  stock  when  Garry  and  his  chums 
had  left  them. 

"We'll  get  even  with  them  yet,"  snarled 
Roper,  finishing  the  sentence  that  he  had  begun 
when  Garry's  threatening  gesture  stopped  him. 

"That  makes  some  more  I  owe  that  bunch," 
raged  Spinkler.  "Look  at  this  eye!  He  loos- 
ened a  couple  of  my  teeth.  How  can  I  show 
myself  on  the  campus  or  in  classes?" 

"Just  say  you  ran  into  a  door  in  the  dark," 
suggested  Toodle  Swink. 

"There's  something  better  than  that,"  put 
in  Roper.  "I  know  a  barber  in  town  that's  a 
dabster  at  painting  out  black  eyes.  You'd  never 
know  you  'd  had  one  by  the  time  he  gets  through 
with  you.  We'll  get  a  raw  beefsteak  to  take 
down  the  swelling  in  your  face.  At  the  worst, 
you  can  play  sick  and  stay  in  your  room  for 
a  day  or  two." 

Spinkler  seemed  little  comforted  by  the  sug- 
gestion. 

"What  fools  we  were  to  gab  that  way  where 
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anyone  could  hear  us ! ' '  he  gritted  between  his 
teeth.  "Why  didn't  we  have  sense  enough  to 
keep  a  lookout  ?" 

"Who  would  have  expected  them  to  be  mak- 
ing a  short  cut  through  the  woods  just  then?" 
replied  Eoper.  "It  wouldn't  have  happened 
once  in  a  thousand  times.  Anyway,  what  we 
want  to  do  now  is  to  get  even." 

"Yeah?"  said  the  pessimistic  Swink.  "I've 
heard  that  remark  a  hundred  times.  Tell  us 
another. ' ' 

"Oh,  shut  up!"  cried  Eoper  angrily.  "Do 
you  think  I'm  going  to  take  this  thing  lying 
down,  not  come  back  at  Garry  Grayson  and 
his  bunch  for  all  we  owe  them?" 

"You  haven't  been  doing  it,"  replied  Swink, 
unperturbed.  "I'm  beginning  to  think  that  guy 
has  a  rabbit's  foot  concealed  about  him  some- 
where. ' ' 

"If  he  has,  we're  going  to  take  it  away  from 
him,"  declared  Eoper.  "We  know  just  how 
we're  going  to  do  it,  don't  we,  Jack?"  he  ap- 
pealed to  his  cousin. 

"Yes,"  snapped  Spinkler  savagely.  "K 
won't  be  long  now." 

"What  won't  be  long?"  asked  Swink.  "Let 
me  in  on  it." 

"No,"  replied  Eoper  shortly. 

1 '  Why  not  ? ' '  asked  Swink.  ' '  Aren  't  we  pals  ? 
If  any  good  thing  is  coming  along,  why  can't  I 
have  my  share  of  it?" 
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"You  will,  when  the  time  comes,"  Eoper  as- 
sured him.    ' l  How  much  money  have  you  ? ' ' 

"Not  very  much,"  replied  Swink  mourn- 
fully. "That  last  poker  game  pretty  well 
cleaned  me  out." 

"But  you  can  raise  some,  can't  you?"  de- 
manded Roper.  "Your  old  man  is  fairly  swim- 
ming in  money." 

"The  governor  has  been  putting  on  the 
screws  pretty  tightly  of  late,"  replied  Swink. 
"There  was  an  awful  row  the  last  time  I 
touched  him  for  an  extra  allowance." 

"Well,  you  can  wheedle  some  more  out  of 
him,  if  you  play  your  cards  right,"  asserted 
Eoper.  "Get  all  the  money  you  can  beg  or 
borrow.  Hock  your  watch,  your  diamond  pin 
and  sleeve  links.  You'll  get  it  all  back  many 
times  over,  if  you  follow  my  tip." 

"Tips  have  a  way  of  going  wrong  some- 
times," murmured  Swink  dubiously. 

"This  is  more  than  a  tip,  it's  a  certainty," 
rejoined  Roper.  "There's  nothing  half-baked 
about  it.  It's  been  on  the  fire  for  a  long  time. 
You  go  ahead  and  rake  up  all  the  coin  you  can 
lay  your  hands  on,  and  I'll  double  and  treble 
it  for  you.  When  I  give  the  word,  you  be  ready 
to  plank  it  down." 

"It's  easy  enough  to  advise  other  fellows 
what  to  do  with  their  money,"  observed  Swink, 
still  skeptical. 

"I'm  not  asking  you  to  do  anything  I'm  not 
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going  to  do  myself,"  retorted  Eoper.  "I'm 
going  into  it  hook,  line  and  sinker.  You're  do- 
ing the  same  thing,  aren't  you,  Jack?" 

"With  every  dollar  I  can  rake  and  scrape,"1 
declared  Spinkler  emphatically,  "but  more  than 
the  money  I  win  will  be  the  satisfaction  of  put- 
ting the  skids  under  Grayson  and  his  bunch." 

"I  don't  exactly  get  that  angle  of  it,"  put 
in  Swink. 

"You  will  later,"  promised  Eoper. 

The  team  was  permitted  to  rest  on  Monday, 
but  on  Tuesday  practice  was  taken  up  again, 
new  plays  put  into  operation  and  the  old  and 
tried  ones  made  more  nearly  perfect.  It  was 
a  hard  and  merciless  drive,  but  there  was  no 
complaint  on  the  part  of  the  boys,  whose  eager- 
ness to  win  was  no  whit  less  than  that  of  the 
coach  himself. 

Two  facts  led  to  this  ready  yielding  to  dis- 
cipline. 

One  was  that  the  end  of  the  season  was  in 
sight,  when  the  hard  grind  would  be  over.  The 
other  was  that  the  epidemic  of  mumps  had 
passed,  and  the  "cripples"  of  the  team  had 
resumed  their  accustomed  positions,  thus  re- 
newing the  confidence  of  the  whole  group. 

"Gee,  it  seems  good  to  see  you  boys  back  in 
your  places  again!"  said  Garry  to  the  invol- 
untary prodigals. 

"You  bet!"  echoed  Rooster.  "We've  missed 
you  like  the  mischief." 
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" Maybe  it  doesn't  feel  good  to  have  our 
hands  on  the  old  pigskin  again !"  replied  Pete. 

"It  wasn't  much  fun  mooning  around  in  our 
rooms,  quarantined,  feeling  like  lepers,  while 
you  fellows  were  out  on  the  field,"  observed 
Ernest. 

"Perhaps  we  were  kidding  ourselves  too 
much  about  our  importance  to  the  team," 
laughed  Joe.  "I  notice  you  pulled  out  a  vic- 
tory, all  right,  without  us." 

"Yes,"  admitted  Garry,  "but  we  didn't  have 
much  margin  to  boast  of.  If  you  lads  had  been 
there,  we'd  have  probably  scored  two  or  three 
more  touchdowns." 

"I  suppose  the  substitutes  will  feel  rather 
sore  at  having  to  go  back  on  the  scrubs  again," 
conjectured  Joe. 

"More  or  less  so,  I  suppose,"  agreed  Garry. 
"But  that's  part  of  the  game,  and  most  of 
them  are  good  sports." 

"By  the  way,  I  don't  see  Spinkler  in  the 
scrub  line  today,"  remarked  Pete.  "Can  it  be 
that  he's  coming  down  with  the  mumps  too?" 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  he  were  down  with 
something,"  said  Rooster  soberly.  "I  saw  him 
last  night,  and  he  looked  rather  sick  at  the 
time." 

Bill  was  attacked  by  a  violent  fit  of  coughing, 
and  Garry  bent  down  to  adjust  something  that 
seemed  to  be  the  matter  with  his  shoe. 

The  Passmore  team  had  never  seemed  to  be 
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in  finer  condition  than  on  the  day  of  the  game 
with  Nelson,  which  was  also  on  the  home 
grounds.  They  went  into  that  game  with  all 
the  confidence  in  the  world.  With  them  it  was 
simply  a  question  of  the  score  by  which  they 
would  overwhelm  the  enemy. 

The  game  was  not  many  minutes  old  before 
it  became  evident  that  something  was  amiss 
with  Passmore. 

What  it  was  it  would  have  been  hard  to  tell. 
On  the  defensive  they  seemed  to  be  as  strong 
as  ever  in  the  first  part  of  the  game.  Their 
line  held  in  the  face  of  fierce  attacks,  and  they 
smothered  the  hostile  plays  almost  as  soon  as 
they  were  started. 

On  the  offensive  they  were  astonishingly 
weak.  They  had  the  speed,  they  had  the  strat- 
egy, they  had  the  determination,  they  had  the 
weight.  Yet  with  all  these  requisites  they 
could  not  advance  to  any  marked  degree. 

The  Nelson  boys  seemed  to  know  by  instinct 
just  what  every  Passmore  play  was  going  to  be. 

If  it  was  a  forward  pass,  they  were  spread 
out  ready  to  intercept  it  or  to  down  the  re- 
cipient. If  a  plunge  at  the  right  of  the  line 
was  signaled  for,  it  was  just  at  that  point  that 
the  enemy  attack  concentrated.  If  a  run  around 
the  end  were  contemplated,  the  Nelson  defense 
was  deployed  to  thwart  it. 

Fakes  and  feints  did  not  deceive.    They  were 
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recognized  for  what  they  were — fakes  and  feints 
and  nothing  more. 

"Gee,  but  those  fellows  are  smart!"  was 
Booster's  tribute.  "They  tumble  to  just  what 
we're  going  to  do  next." 

"It's  uncanny,"  muttered  Bill. 

"It's  good  headwork,  all  right,"  Garry  ac- 
knowledged. ' '  That  quarterback  of  theirs  must 
have  a  sixth  sense  or  second  sight  or  something 
of  the  kind.    I  take  off  my  hat  to  him. ' ' 

In  the  first  and  second  quarters  neither  team 
scored,  although  several  times  the  visitors  were 
within  striking  distance  of  the  Passmore  goal. 
They  lacked  the  punch  to  put  the  ball  over  the 
goal  line  against  the  fierce  resistance  that 
Garry  and  his  mates  put  up. 

In  the  third  quarter  the  Passmore  team  had 
a  bad  attack  of  nerves.  The  ease  with  which 
Nelson  seemed  to  fathom  all  their  plays  the 
moment  they  were  started  had  begun  to  wear 
upon  them. 

They  felt  that  they  were  fighting  against  some 
weird  and  mysterious  handicap,  and  the  knowl- 
edge rattled  them.  As  their  play  became  more 
uncertain  and  erratic,  that  of  their  opponents 
increased  in  accuracy  and  power. 

The  trouble  began  when  a  pass  of  the  home 
team  went  wrong  and  Byrne,  the  Nelson  right 
guard,  stabbed  through  and  recovered  the  ball 
on  the  Passmore  forty-three-yard  line. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

Ceooked  Work 

Ross,  the  Nelson  fullback,  tore  ten  yards  off 
left  end  on  a  reverse  play  for  the  first  down. 

Then  a  pretty  pass  won  eleven  yards  more, 
and  the  ball  was  on  the  Passmore  twenty-two- 
yard  line. 

Resorting  to  line-bucking  through  right  and 
left  end  alternately,  Nelson  gained  its  distance, 
despite  the  frantic  commands  of  Garry  to  hold 
fast. 

The  visitors  had  gained  an  impetus  now  that 
could  not  be  denied,  and  savage  lunges,  that 
went  through  the  left  side  of  the  Passmore  line 
like  a  knife  through  cheese,  carried  Hummel, 
the  big  left  half  of  Nelson,  over  the  line  for 
the  first  touchdown  of  the  game. 

A  torrent  of  cheering  swept  down  from  the 
Nelson  stands,  while  the  Passmore  rooters  sat 
silent  and  aghast.  They  had  not  been  accus- 
tomed to  see  their  favorites  mishandled  in  that 
manner  and  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it. 

Nelson,  after  a  triumphal  march  of  thirty- 
eight  yards  down  the  field,  had  been  temporarily 
checked  when  within  eight  yards  of  the  Pass- 
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more  goal.  The  hopes  of  the  home  rooters  re- 
vived for  a  moment,  only  to  be  dashed  when 
the  fleet-footed  quarterback,  Acton,  of  the  Nel- 
son team  intercepted  a  pass  on  the  twenty-f  our- 
yard  mark  and  by  a  pretty  sprint  down  the 
sidelines  plunged  over  the  line  for  a  touch- 
down. 

O'Neil  kicked  the  goal  and  the  score  was 
thirteen  to  nothing  in  favor  of  the  visitors. 

No  further  scoring  was  done  in  that  quarter, 
but  in  the  fourth  and  final  period  Nelson  ran 
wild,  while  the  demoralization  of  the  Passmore 
team  went  from  bad  to  worse. 

The  work  of  Garry,  Rooster,  Bill  and  Pete 
was  all  that  could  be  asked  for,  but  in  the  ab- 
sence of  effective  support  from  their  mates  it 
went  for  nothing.  Passes  were  muffed,  fumbles 
were  frequent  and  interference  of  the  right  sort 
failed  to  materialize. 

Ross  took  the  ball  from  O'Neil  on  a  reverse 
play,  dropped  back  a  few  yards  and  threw  a 
beautiful  pass  to  Hummel,  who  caught  it  on 
the  sixteen-yard  line  and  carried  it  six  yards 
further  before  Bill  brought  him  down  with  a 
fine  diving  tackle. 

Acton  wiped  out  the  rest  of  the  distance  on 
a  couple  of  reverse  plays,  and  another  touch- 
down was  scored,  which,  with  the  successful 
kick  for  goal  that  followed,  increased  the  score 
of  the  visitors  to  twenty  points.  It  looked  like 
a  Waterloo  defeat  for  Passmore. 
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Such  it  proved  to  be,  for  a  succession  of  line- 
smashing  plunges  that  the  home  team,  now  thor- 
oughly disorganized,  could  not  stop,  enabled 
Eoss  to  carry  the  ball  over  the  line  once  more, 
making  the  tally  twenty-seven  to  nothing  in 
favor  of  Nelson. 

The  crowning  humiliation  was  suffered  when 
the  Nelson  coach,  grinning  like  the  cat  that  had 
swallowed  the  canary,  took  out  his  first-string 
men  and  put  substitutes  in  their  places.  It  was 
a  gesture  of  contempt  for  his  opponents  that 
stung  to  the  quick. 

To  be  sure,  the  second-string  men  could  add 
no  further  tally,  but  that  was  no  consolation 
for  the  Passmore  boys,  and  they  were  a  dis- 
gruntled band  of  athletes  when  the  final  whistle 
brought  an  end  to  the  rout. 

Nelson  had  conquered  by  twenty-seven  to 
nothing,  and  their  supporters  went  wild. 

There  was  no  rushing  down  on  the  field  now 
to  carry  the  Passmore  boys  about  on  their 
shoulders,  as  on  previous  occasions.  Their 
rooters  were  absolutely  stunned  by  the  rout  of 
their  favorites,  and  although  they  cheered 
them  out  of  college  loyalty,  the  cheers  did  not 
ring  true,  and  the  players  were  glad  enough  to 
hide  in  the  shelter  of  the  gym. 

Todd  Eodney  was  a  thundercloud,  and  what 
he  said  to  his  charges  showed  a  fluency  of  lan- 
guage that  was  as  surprising  as  it  was  blister- 
ing to  them. 
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The  boys  bore  it  in  silence.  They  had  no 
alibi.  Nothing  the  coach  could  say  to  them  was 
as  bitter  as  what  they  were  saying  to  them- 
selves. 

"Licked  to  a  frazzle J"  ejaculated  Booster 
savagely,  after  the  coach  had  left  them. 

"Licked  is  too  weak  a  word/'  growled  Bill. 
' '  They  slew  us ! ' ' 

"The  way  we  played  today  we  couldn't  beat 
a  team  from  some  Old  Ladies  Home,"  vouch- 
safed Pete. 

"We  ought  to  take  turns  in  kicking  each 
other  around  the  field,"  declared  Nat  gloomily. 

"What  makes  it  worse  is  that  Nelson  did  it," 
added  Garry.  "Everybody  has  been  beating 
Nelson  so  far.  Maltby  beat  them  twenty-four 
to  nothing.  Haven  licked  them  seventeen  to 
zero.  Franklin  swamped  them  fifty-four  to 
nothing.  Before  today  they  hadn't  been  able 
to  lick  a  postage  stamp.  They  hadn't  crossed 
a  goal  line  this  season.  Then  they  turn  around 
and  massacre  us  by  twenty-seven  to  a  goose- 
egg!    Can  you  beat  it?" 

"Guess  we  can  bid  goodbye  to  the  champion- 
ship this  season,"  said  Joe  sadly.  "If  Nelson 
can  lick  us  like  that,  what  will  Maltby  do  to 
us,  boys?" 

"Oh,  cut  out  that  chatter,"  cried  Garry 
sharply.  "We're  never  down  and  out  until  we 
admit  we  are.  We  played  like  boobs  today, 
but  we're  going  to  play  like  champions  when 
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we  meet  Maltby,   and  don't  you  forget  it." 

A  ray  of  light  brightened  the  gloom  when 
they  learned  that  Haven  had  upset  all  calcula- 
tions by  beating  the  redoubtable  Maltby  team 
by  seven  to  six. 

"Gee,  that  takes  some  of  the  sting  out  of 
our  own  defeat!"  exclaimed  Booster. 

"I  should  say  so!"  ejaculated  Garry  elat- 
edly, as  he  did  some  rapid  figuring.  "Of 
course  the  score  was  closer  in  this  case  but  that 
cuts  no  ice.  A  defeat  is  a  defeat,  whether  it's 
by  one  point  or  a  hundred.  Now  we  stand  on 
an  even  footing  with  Maltby.  She's  won  three 
games  and  lost  one.  So  have  we.  Every  other 
team  in  the  League  has  lost  at  least  two  games, 
and  they're  out  of  it.  The  championship  lies 
between  us  and  Maltby.  By  jinks,  fellows, 
we're  far  from  being  dead  men  yet!" 

The  thought  was  like  a  tonic  and  they  took 
hope,  although  their  reflections  were  bitter 
enough  as  they  writhed  under  the  memory  of 
the  day's  happenings. 

Gloom  rested  like  a  pall  on  the  whole  college. 
The  roseate  vision  of  a  championship  had  gone 
glimmering.  The  atmosphere  was  funereal.  A 
few,  however,  were  unusually  blithe.  Joe  Roper 
and  his  cronies  wore  faces  wreathed  in  smiles. 
They  would  not  have  admitted,  of  course,  that 
their  smiles  were  due  to  Passmore's  defeat. 
That  admission  would  have  led  to  their  being 
mobbed.      They    were    certainly    bearing    up 
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bravely  in  the  midst  of  the  general  depression. 

A  few  days  afterward  they  blossomed  out  in 
new  suits  and  expensive  ties,  pins,  sweaters 
and  the  like.  They  were  evidently  abun- 
dantly supplied  with  money,  which  they  spent 
lavishly,  most  of  it  on  poolrooms  and  poker 
haunts.    It  was  clear  that  life  smiled  for  them. 

Garry  and  his  chums  paid  little  attention  to 
them,  however,  for  all  their  thought  and  time, 
outside  of  their  studies,  were  engrossed  in 
football  practice,  which  was  now  more  severe 
than  ever. 

Bodney's  chagrin  over  the  defeat  had  largely 
subsided,  but  he  was  stern  and  relentless  in  the 
way  he  drove  the  boys  on. 

"If  there's  any  more  such  football  in  your 
system  as  you  showed  that  day  with  Nelson, 
I  'm  going  to  sweat  it  out  of  you, ' '  he  told  them, 
and  held  rigidly  to  his  promise. 

One  day,  a  little  before  the  hour  set  for  prac- 
tice, he  sent  a  sudden  and  peremptory  notice 
to  Garry  to  come  to  his  room. 

Surprised  a  bit  at  the  curt  terms  of  the  note 
and  wondering  what  was  up,  Garry  obeyed. 

The  coach  was  pacing  the  room  in  evident 
agitation  when  Garry  came  in. 

Eodney  motioned  him  to  a  seat,  carefully 
closed  the  door  and  handed  Garry  a  sheet  of 
paper. 

"Is  that  your  writing,  Grayson  V9  he  de- 
manded. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 
In  the  Depths 

Garby  glanced  at  the  paper,  which  was  cov- 
ered with  handwriting,  interspersed  with  fig- 
ures. 

"Why,  yes,"  he  said,  "although  I  don't  re- 
member writing  this — why,  they  're  our  football 
signals!"  he  exclaimed  in  consternation. 

"Yes,  they're  our  football  signals,"  said 
Rodney  very  gravely. 

"But — but — "  stammered  Garry,  utterly  be- 
wildered, "I  never  put  them  down  on  paper. 
I  never " 

"Yet  there  they  are,"  said  Rodney,  looking 
full  at  Garry,  "and  you've  just  admitted  that 
this  is  your  handwriting." 

"But  it  isn't,  it  can't  be,"  cried  Garry.  "If 
I  said  so  at  first,  I  was  mistaken.  This  writing 
looks  like  mine,  but  now  that  I  look  at  it 
more  closely,  I  can  see  that  it  isn't.  Where 
did  you  get  this  ?   What  does  it  all  mean  ? ' ' 

"It   means,"   said   Rodney   gravely,    "that 

there  is  a  traitor  in  our  camp.    It  means  that 

someone  has  given  our  football  signals  to  our 

rivals.    This  paper  was  found  in  the  dressing 
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room  under  the  stand  that  was  occupied  by 
the  Nelson  team.  It  had  evidently  been  dropped 
by  one  of  the  Nelson  players." 

The  room  swam  around  Garry.  He  saw,  in- 
stantly, the  implications.  The  paper  appar- 
ently bore  his  handwriting!    His  head  reeled. 

"Compose  yourself,  Grayson,' '  said  the 
coach.  "You're  white  as  ashes.  Here,  take  a 
drink  of  water. ' ' 

"No,  thank  you,"  said  Garry,  waving  the 
proffered  glass  aside  and  taking  a  grip  on 
himself.    "  I  'm  all  right  now. ' ' 

"Stanhope,"  said  Eodney,  referring  to  a 
man  in  the  Sophomore  class,  "picked  this  up, 
as  I  said,  in  the  dressing  room  of  the  Nelson 
players.  He  glanced  at  it  with  mere  curiosity 
at  first,  saw  nothing  in  it  and  was  about  to 
throw  it  away,  when  one  of  several  companions 
who  were  with  him  asked  to  see  it.  He  grasped 
the  significance  of  it  at  once,  thought  he  recog- 
nized your  handwriting  and  brought  it  to  me. 
It  was  a  terrible  shock  to  me,  as  you  can 
imagine. ' ' 

Garry  swallowed  hard. 

"I—"  he  began,  but  Eodney  went  on: 

"It  explains  a  lot  that  has  up  to  now  been 
a  mystery  to  me.  I  have  never  been  able  to 
understand  that  Nelson  game.  On  form,  our 
team  ought  to  have  walked  all  over  them. 
They  aren't  in  the  same  class  with  us.  It  was 
amazing  the  way  they  seemed  almost  instinc- 
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tively  to  anticipate  every  move  we  were  going 
to  make,  almost  before  we  got  started.  They 
smothered  them  on  the  jump.  They  were  ready 
for  every  play.  They  were  always  where  we 
didn't  want  them  to  be.  Nothing  we  did  could 
deceive  them. 

"At  the  time  I  credited  their  quarterback 
or  their  captain,  one  or  the  other,  with  being 
astonishingly  clever  and  brilliant.  Once  in  a 
blue  moon  you  run  across  a  phenomenon  of 
that  kind.  They're  very  rare,  though,  and  I 
was  astounded  to  find  that  Nelson  had  one  of 
them.  That,  it  seemed  to  me,  was  our  hard 
luck. 

"Of  course,  it's  clear  as  daylight  now. 
Somebody  had  given  them  our  signals  in  ad- 
vance, and  they  had  memorized  them  until  they 
knew  them  as  well  as  we  did  ourselves.  The 
instant  they  came  from  your  lips  they  knew 
just  what  you  meant  to  do.  The  rest  was  easy. 
No  team  can  beat  a  game  like  that.  We  were 
foredoomed  to  defeat." 

He  paused  and  looked  at  Garry  with  a  glance 
that  pierced  him  through  and  through. 

"There  you  have  the  facts,"  he  said.  "What 
do  you  make  of  them?  If  you  have  any  ex- 
planation to  offer " 

"I  haven't  any  explanation,"  cried  poor 
Garry.  "I  don't  know  the  first  thing  about  it. 
I'm  as  shocked  as  you  are.  I'm  knocked  end- 
ways by  it.    I— 
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"But  the  handwriting,"  put  in  Rodney. 

"It's  a  forgery !"  shouted  Garry.  "Some- 
body has  imitated  my  handwriting.  I  never 
wrote  out  the  signals,  for  I  feared  the  danger 
of  losing  them.  Why,  Mr.  Rodney,  you  know 
everything  I  care  for  is  the  success  of  the  Pass- 
more  team.  Do  you  think  for  a  moment  that 
I  'd  betray  my  team  to  another  f    I  'd  die  first ! ' ' 

He  was  so  anguished,  so  candid,  so  sincere, 
that  his  words  carried  absolute  conviction. 
Rodney's  steady  gaze  relaxed. 

"I  believe  you,  Grayson,"  he  said,  and  Garry 
gave  a  great  sigh  of  relief.  "In  fact,  knowing 
you  as  I  do,  I  have  believed  you  innocent  from 
the  first.  The  handwriting  made  it  necessary 
for  me  to  put  the  matter  up  to  you. 

"There's  been  some  crooked  work  going  on 
here,"  he  continued.  "Only  the  men  in  our 
football  squad  know  the  signals.  It  goes  with- 
out saying,  therefore,  that  one  of  them  must 
be  the  guilty  party.  Whoever  he  is,  he  is 
doubly  contemptible,  first  in  being  a  traitor  and 
second  in  trying  to  shift  his  guilt  to  another, 
in  case  the  matter  were  found  out.  I'll  spare 
no  pains  to  hunt  him  out,  and  if  he's  found, 
he'll  be  expelled  from  the  college. 

"The  pressing  matter  just  now  is  to  change 
our  signals.  We  must  have,  of  course,  an  en- 
tirely new  set.  It 's  exasperating  that  we  have 
to  do  it,  for  it  will  mean  a  lot  of  skull  practice 
when  we  ought  to  be  devoting  all  our  energies 
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to  actual  work  on  the  playing  field.  It  can't  be 
helped,  and  111  prepare  a  new  set  at  once. 

4  *  Just  one  thing  more,  Grayson.  I  wish  this 
matter  could  have  been  kept  to  ourselves,  but, 
unfortunately,  there  were  a  lot  of  fellows  with 
Stanhope  when  he  found  the  paper,  and  I  sup- 
pose the  thing  has  spread  through  the  college. 
In  one  way  that  may  be  a  good  thing,  because 
some  of  the  boys  may  remember  some  facts 
that  will  give  a  clue  to  the  rascal  who  has  done 
this  thing.  For  your  sake  I'd  have  been  glad 
to  keep  it  quiet,  because,  even  though  you  are 
innocent,  it's  unpleasant  to  have  one's  name 
connected  with  anything  of  the  kind.  I'll  speak 
to  the  squad  and  set  things  right." 

" Thank  you,"  said  Garry. 

The  coach  rose  as  a  signal  of  dismissal  and 
Garry,  with  a  word  of  farewell,  went  out. 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  outside.  It  was 
black  midnight  in  Garry  Grayson's  heart! 


CHAPTER  XXIV 
A  Startling  Discovery 

That  name  of  Garry's  of  which  lie  had  al- 
ways been  so  proud!  That  name  that  he  had 
always  tried  to  keep  untarnished!  That  name 
which  had  never  been  connected  with  anything 
cheap  or  base  or  contemptible! 

Today  that  name  was  smirched.  That  he 
was  absolutely  innocent  did  not  change  the  fact. 
That  was  the  word  for  it — smirched!  It  was 
stained  with  the  suspicion  of  treason. 

Circumstantial  evidence  was  against  him. 
He  was  too  intelligent  not  to  know  the  weight 
that  lay  in  the  fact  that  the  paper  which  held 
the  words  and  numerals  was  apparently  in  his 
handwriting.  So  cunning  was  the  imitation 
that  he  himself  had  been  deceived  at  first. 

He  walked  almost  blindly  directly  to  his  room, 
where  Bill  and  Rooster  were  engaged  in  ex- 
cited talk. 

"So  you've  heard  of  it  too,"  Garry  said  dully 
as  he  almost  fell  into  a  chair. 

"Yes,"  cried  Rooster,  "and  of  course  you 
don't  need  to  have  us  tell  you  Garry,  old  boy, 
that  we  know  it's  an  infernal  lie." 
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' '  Oh,  if  I  could  only  get  hold  of  the  scoundrel 
who  did  this!"  shouted  Bill,  his  hands  work- 
ing convulsively. 

"He  ought  to  be  boiled  in  oil!"  cried 
Booster  savagely.  "But  don't  you  mind,  old 
man.  Nobody  that  knows  you  will  believe  the 
thing  for  a  moment. ' ' 

Their  manifest  concern  and  affection  were 
balm  to  Garry's  sore  heart.  He  was  not  as 
sanguine,  however,  as  they  were. 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said  sadly,  shaking  his 
head.  "There  are  lots  of  people  who  always 
take  the  worst  view  of  things.  You  know  the 
old  saying  that  a  lie  will  travel  around  the 
world,  while  truth  is  getting  its  boots  on." 

"Character  ought  to  count  for  something," 
cried  Booster.  "Everybody  knows  you  couldn't 
doit." 

"Yes,  character  ought  to  count,"  admitted 
Garry,  "but  everybody  has  a  good  character, 
before  they  do  anything  wrong.  There  has  to 
be  a  first  time  for  everything.  There's  that 
matter  of  the  handwriting." 

"Who  could  have  done  it?"  exclaimed  Bill, 
as  he  paced  the  room  in  impotent  fury. 

"There's  only  one  answer,"  snapped  Boos- 
ter savagely.  "It  was  someone  in  that  Joe 
Boper  gang.  They  hate  you  and  always  have 
hated  you." 

''Yes,'*  said  Bill,  "and  of  that  gang  Jack 
Spinkler  is  the  only  one  who  knows  the  signals. 
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By  jinks !"  he  cried.  "That  explains  why  that 
skunk  was  so  eager  to  know  the  signals.  Don't 
yon  remember  how  we  were  struck  by  that  at 
the  timer' 

"Sure,"  chimed  in  Rooster  excitedly,  "and 
here's  another  thing.  Haven't  you  noticed  how 
the  Roper  gang  have  been  throwing  money 
around  ever  since  the  Nelson  game!  They 
knew  they  had  a  sure  thing  and  they  bet  their 
pile  on  Nelson  and  cleaned  up  for  fair." 

"It  certainly  looks  that  way,"  exclaimed 
Garry,  roused  out  of  his  apathy.  "Even  if  it 
is  so,  we  have  no  way  of  finding  out  anything. 
We  can't  accuse  them  without  proof." 

"Never  you  mind, ' '  said  Rooster.  "I 'm  sure 
we've  struck  the  right  trail,  and  we'll  do  our 
best  to  unearth  the  facts."  **> 

The  whole  college  was  buzzing  with  excite- 
ment and  speculation.  Most  of  the  boys  re- 
fused to  believe  that  Garry  was  guilty.  Others 
were  on  the  fence.  Joe  Roper  and  his  cronies 
were  jubilant.  At  last,  they  figured,  they  had 
brought  about  the  downfall  of  the  one  they 
hated  most  bitterly  on  earth,  dethroned  the 
idol  of  the  college,  covered  his  name  with  shame 
and  filled  his  heart  with  bitterness. 

The  next  ten  days  were  the  most  miserable 
that  Garry  had  ever  known.  His  close  friends 
stood  by  him  staunchly.  Bill  and  Rooster  each 
thrashed  a  couple  of  fellows  who  had  dared  to 
hint  a  belief  in  Garry's  guilt.    The  team  was 
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with  him  to  a  man.  The  coach  had  expressed 
his  firm  belief  in  Garry's  innocence.  Dr.  Root, 
to  whose  ears  the  matter  had  come,  had  done 
the  same. 

Despite  all  this,  Garry  was  sick  at  heart. 
He  knew  that  every  time  he  appeared  any- 
where, he  was  the  subject  of  discussion.  People 
glanced  at  him  curiously.  Silence  fell  on 
groups  as  he  passed  by.  He  felt  like  a  pariah. 
He  would  have  liked  to  have  been  on  a  desert 
island. 

He  sought  to  conquer  this,  and  devoted  him- 
self fiercely  to  football  practice,  which  was  now 
at  its  highest  pitch,  as  the  deciding  game  with 
Maltby  drew  near. 

The  game  was  to  be  played  on  the  Maltby 
grounds  and,  taking  into  account  the  evenly 
matched  strength  of  the  competing  teams,  that 
was  an  advantage  calculated  to  give  Maltby 
the  edge.  The  Passmore  team  was  in  superb 
condition  and  faced  the  day,  determined  to  do 
or  die. 

Hours  before  the  time  the  game  was  to  begin, 
the  stands  commenced  to  fill.  Excitement  was 
at  fever  heat. 

Strolling  idly  over  the  field,  two  hours  before 
the  game,  Fred  Burns,  who  had  returned  to 
college  to  witness  this  last  game  of  the  season, 
chanced  to  see  Jack  Spinkler  in  earnest  conver- 
sation with  one  of  the  Maltby  players. 

As  he  neared  them  a  paper  that  was  being 
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passed  from  one  to  the  other  fluttered  to  the 
ground. 

The  Maltby  coach,  approaching  just  then, 
seemed  to  disconcert  the  two  and  they  stood 
uncertainly. 

Fred,  close  at  hand,  stooped  and  picked  up 
the  paper.  He  turned  to  hand  it  to  one  of  the 
two  but  both  were  hastening  away. 

Fred  glanced  carelessly  at  the  paper  and 
what  he  saw  made  his  heart  lose  a  beat. 

They  were  the  new  signals  that  had  been 
adopted  by  Passmore  for  the  game  with 
Maltby !  Worse  than  that,  they  appeared  to  be 
in  Garry  Grayson's  handwriting! 

Fred,  who  had  heard  of  the  Nelson  matter 
and  had  been  hot  with  indignation  on  behalf  of 
Garry,  to  whom  he  was  devoted,  stood  para- 
lyzed for  a  moment.  Then  he  whirled  about  and 
looked  for  Spinkler,  with  the  impulse  to  seize 
the  rascal  and  choke  the  truth  out  of  him. 

Spinkler  was  out  of  reach.  Time  was  pre- 
cious. Fred  rushed  to  Todd  Eodney.  Rodney 
in  turn  summoned  the  Maltby  coach.  Together 
they  hunted  up  Dr.  Root  and  the  President  of 
Maltby. 

In  ten  minutes  Spinkler  had  been  caught  and 
stood  livid  and  trembling  in  the  presence  of  his 
accusers  and  his  judges ! 


CHAPTER  XXV 
A  Gloeiotjs  Victoey 

Gatheeed  in  the  private  room  of  President 
Hunter  of  Maltby  were  Dr.  Eoot,  the  coaches 
of  the  two  teams,  Garry  Grayson,  Fred,  the 
Maltby  player,  Adams,  who  had  been  conversing 
with  Spinkler,  and  Spinkler  himself.  Then  and 
there  Jack  Spinkler  was  subjected  to  a  vigor- 
ous third  degree. 

Trapped  in  one  lie  after  another,  driven  to 
his  last  trench,  Spinkler  finally  broke  down  and 
made  an  abject  and  complete  confession. 

Yes,  he  had  written  out  the  old  signals  for 
Nelson  and  the  new  ones  for  Maltby.  Why 
had  he  imitated  Grayson's  handwriting?  To 
divert  suspicion  from  himself  and  satisfy  a 
grudge  against  Grayson,  who,  he  alleged,  had 
always  been  hostile  to  him.  If  the  papers  were 
discovered,  Grayson  would  be  blamed.  He  had 
a  knack  at  imitating  writing  and  had  found  the 
task  easy. 

He  and  his  confederates  had  won  heavily  on 

Nelson's  victory.    Only  yesterday  they  had  bet 

all  the  money  they  had  or  could  borrow  on 

Maltby.     If  Maltby  won,   they  would  be  in 
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clover.    If  Maltby  lost,  they  would  be  "broke." 

He  had  handed  the  new  signals  to  Adams 
that  morning.  An  hour  later  Adams,  having 
presumably  copied  the  paper,  was  handing  it 
back  to  him  when  Burns  had  come  along.  That 
was  the  whole  story. 

Adams,  subjected  to  similar  vigorous  ques- 
tioning, admitted  memorizing  the  signals,  but 
had  not  made  a  copy  of  them.  He  was  not 
shaken  from  that  statement.  Both  he  and 
Spinkler  were  expelled  from  their  respective 
colleges. 

Gloriously  vindicated  and  feeling  as  though 
he  were  treading  on  air,  Garry  left  the  room 
with  Eodney,  and  the  two  went  immediately 
into  conference  with  the  team,  whose  delight 
on  learning  of  the  exposure  of  the  plot  was 
almost  as  great  as  Garry's  own. 

They  could  spend  no  time  in  jubilation.  They 
were  faced  with  a  momentous  problem.  How 
much  did  any  of  the  Maltby  team  know  of  the 
signals,  either  the  new  or  the  old?  Adams  had 
said  he  alone  knew  them.  Adams  might  have 
lied.    He  was  a  crook  anyway. 

The  solution  was  found  in  a  suggestion  by 
Garry. 

"We'll  use  double  signals,"  he  said.  "Both 
the  new  and  the  old  set.  If  they're  playing 
crookedly,  that  will  stand  them  on  their  heads. 
This  is  the  way  I'll  work  it.  When  I'm  going 
to  use  the  old  signals,  I  '11  touch  my  shoe.    When 
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I  use  the  new,  I'll  rub  my  eyes.  You  boys  will 
have  to  do  some  quick  thinking,  but  you're 
thoroughly  familiar  with  both  sets  and  you'll 
catch  on." 

They  had  an  hour  of  the  hardest  kind  of 
practice,  and  by  the  time  it  was  over,  the  new 
system  was  working  smoothly  and  Garry  had 
no  fear  of  the  results. 

The  game  that  day  with  Maltby  marked  the 
highest  point  that  Garry  Grayson  had  ever 
reached  in  his  football  career.  His  eyes  were 
shining.  His  heart  was  exulting.  He  was  on 
"top  of  the  world!" 

His  spirit  was  imparted  to  his  mates.  The 
team  that  faced  Maltby  that  day  was  far  dif- 
ferent from  the  one  that  had  been  trampled 
into  the  mud  by  Nelson.  It  was  a  hard,  fierce, 
fighting  line  that  Garry  and  the  rest  of  the 
backfield  had  in  front  of  them  that  day,  a  line 
that  refused  to  yield  to  the  most  savage  as- 
saults of  the  enemy. 

That  fine  line  rose  to  its  greatest  heights 
when  Garry  was  in  the  centre  of  the  fray, 
plunging  into  the  enemy  host,  carrying  the  ball 
through  the  secondary  defense,  skirting  the 
ends  in  dazzling  bursts  of  speed. 

In  most  of  the  periods  Passmore  swarmed  all 
over  Maltby.  The  work  it  did  was  all  the  more 
notable,  because  Maltby  itself  played  great 
football.    It  was  by  no  means  an  easy  task  to 
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which  Garry  and  his  cohorts  had  set  themselves. 

Once  on  a  march  of  fifty-seven  yards  down 
the  field  Garry  carried  the  ball  forty-eight  of 
those  yards,  Eooster  accounting  for  the  balance 
of  the  gains.  It  was  only  on  the  three  yard 
line  that  Maltby,  on  a  fumble  by  Nolan,  recov- 
ered the  ball  and  kicked  it  out  of  danger. 

A  little  later  it  was  Garry  again  who  caught 
the  ball  from  a  kickoff  and  carried  it  back 
thirty-nine  yards  through  the  whole  Maltby 
line,  dodging,  twisting,  reversing,  side-stepping 
until  he  had  the  enemy  gasping.  He  was  as 
elusive  as  an  eel. 

In  kicking,  also,  he  surpassed  himself.  Long 
twisting  spirals  came  from  that  educated  toe 
of  his,  that  accounted  for  a  great  amount  of 
yardage  for  his  team. 

Bill  in  centre  played  an  inspired  game,  open- 
ing great  holes  in  the  enemy  line  through  which 
his  backs  plunged.  He  was  like  a  rock  on  the 
defense.  Eooster  distinguished  himself,  when 
he  snatched  a  pass  out  of  the  air  and  ran 
thirty-seven  yards  before  he  was  downed,  with 
Garry  streaking  ahead  of  him  in  superb  inter- 
ference, throwing  tacklers  to  right  and  to  left, 

Immediately  after  that  sparkling  run,  Garry, 
on  a  fake  lateral  pass,  skirted  right  end  for 
fourteen  yards  and  plunged  over  the  goal  line 
for  the  first  touchdown  of  the  game. 

The  Passmore  rooters  were  delirious  with 
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joy  and  their  voices  rose  on  the  thunderous 
song  that  had  swept  over  so  many  hard-fought 
fields : 

"Passmore!    Passmore!    Passmore  Tech! 
They're  the  boys  that  sweep  the  deck. 
Up  and  at  'em.    Slash  and  bat  'em. 
Grayson !    Grayson !     Grayson ! ' ' 

Bill  kicked  the  goal,  and  the  score  was  seven 
to  nothing  in  its  favor. 

The  double  signals  had  worked,  on  the 
whole,  remarkably  well.  Of  course,  it  made 
the  task  of  the  Passmore  boys  terrifically  hard, 
as  they  had  to  shift  instantly  in  their  minds 
from  one  set  to  another.  They  had  the  satis- 
faction of  knowing  that  this  game,  as  contrasted 
with  the  Nelson  contest,  was  being  decided  on 
its  merits.  Occasionally  they  made  mistakes, 
but  these  had  no  serious  results,  considering 
the  whirlwind  game  they  were  playing. 

Whether  Maltby  really  knew  the  Passmore 
signals,  whether  they  were  seeking  to  profit  in 
any  crooked  way,  Garry  and  his  mates  never 
knew.  There  were  certain  actions  on  the  part 
of  the  Maltby  captain  during  the  game  that 
made  Garry  suspicious  that  he  was  trying  to 
utilize  Spinkler's  information.  He  could  not 
be  sure,  and  after  the  game  he  didn't  care. 

In  the  third  quarter  Maltby  took  a  spurt  and 
for  a  time  raised  the  hopes  of  its  supporters. 
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They  carried  the  ball  down  the  field  until  they 
reached  the  Passmore  eight-yard  line,  and  their 
rooters  were  frenziedly  howling  to  put  it  over. 

Even  the  stars  in  their  courses  seemed  fight- 
ing that  day  for  Passmore,  and  although 
Clarke,  Hughes  and  Flynn,  the  Maltby  backs, 
hurled  themselves  desperately  against  the 
Passmore  defense,  they  were  thrown  back  like 
so  many  rubber  balls  and  lost  the  ball  on 
downs. 

A  little  later,  Passmore  rushed  the  ball  to 
the  Maltby  twenty-two-yard  line  and,  finding 
the  enemy  line  holding,  Garry  dropped  back 
and  kicked  a  field  goal  which  soared  over  the 
bars  like  a  bird,  adding  three  points  to  the 
visitors'  score. 

In  the  last  quarter  it  was  a  ding-dong  battle, 
both  sides  fighting  hard.  Maltby,  battling  with 
the  courage  of  despair,  got  the  ball  to  the  vis- 
itors '  twenty-yard  line  before  they  lost  it  on 
downs. 

Then  Garry  launched  an  irresistible  attack 
that,  by  a  series  of  terrific  rushes,  carried  the 
ball  mid-field. 

On  the  next  play  Rooster  shot  a  pass  to  Garry 
that  was  a  bit  high.  Garry  leaped  into  the  air, 
speared  it  and  shot  like  an  arrow  around  right 
end  and  then  down  the  field  like  a  flash. 

On  and  on  he  went,  with  Rooster  and  Pete 
giving  him  splendid  interference,  side-stepping 
here,  straight-arming  there,  on  like  a  flying 
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ghost  that  refused  to  be  grasped,  and,  evading 
at  the  critical  instant,  a  desperate,  flying  tackle 
by  Hughes,  flung  himself  over  the  line  for  what 
proved  to  be  the  last  touchdown  of  the  game. 

Eooster  had  scarcely  kicked  the  goal  when 
the  referee's  whistle  blew  and  Passmore  had 
won  the  game  and  the  League  championship 
by  a  score  of  seventeen  to  nothing. 

For  a  moment  after  the  final  and  winning 
tally  there  was  a  deep  silence  and  then  a  roar 
of  wild  yelling  broke  loose.  There  was  a  rush 
of  the  Passmore  rooters  to  the  field,  a  snake- 
dance  was  at  once  improvised,  the  goal-posts 
were  torn  up  and  Garry  and  his  team-mates 
were,  much  against  their  will,  carried  by  their 
enthusiastic  friends  to  the  dressing  rooms. 

"Well,  we  did  it!"  chuckled  Bill  from  be- 
neath a  shower.    "We  licked  old  Maltby." 

"You  mean  Garry  did!"  retorted  Eooster. 

"Oh,  quit  it!"  spluttered  Garry.  "We  all 
won  the  game,  but  fellows,  best  of  all,  I  'm  glad 
those  double  signals  worked  out.  I  surely 
was  worried  when  Eodney  sprung  that  paper 
on  me." 

"As  if  anyone  would  believe  you  could  do 
such  a  thing!"  cried  Eooster. 

"Well,  it  had  me  worried  for  a  little  while," 
Garry  admitted.  "I  was  beginning  to  think  I 
might  have  written  them  in  my  sleep." 

"What  about  the  fool-proof  signal  system 
you  were  going  to  invent,  Garry?"  asked  Bill. 
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"Oh,  it  wasn't  as  hot  as  I  thought  it  was. 
Eodney  showed  me  several  weak  places  in  it. 
I  haven't  given  up.  Maybe  next  year  I'll  have 
it  perfected." 

"Going  to  play  football  next  year?"  some- 
one asked. 

"Will  a  duck  swim?"  retorted  Garry.  But 
his  athletic  activities  of  the  future  must  be  left 
for  another  volume. 

"Well,"  remarked  Bill  to  Garry  and  some 
other  friends,  as  they  gathered  around  the 
campus  that  night  for  the  bon-fire  celebration 
of  football  victory,  "that  Spinkler  bunch  is 
pretty  sick,  I  guess." 

"Sure!"  agreed  Booster.  "They  lost  their 
shirts  betting  on  Maltby.  They're  fired  from 
college,  Spinkler  and  Eoper.  Some  of  the 
others  are  just  suspended  for  a  year.  Tough, 
but  they  deserve  it." 

"And  more!"  declared  Garrv.     He  looked 

V 

up  at  the  stars,  which  seemed  dim  in  contrast 
to  the  fire. 

"Thinking  of  the  girls?"  chuckled  Rooster. 

"I'm  thinking  of  those  signals,"  Garry  an- 
swered. 

THE  END 
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